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APOLOGY. 


ERHAPS no literary adventurer had 
ever more impediments to ſtruggle 
with than the author of the following col- 


lection. At an age when other votaries to 


the Muſes have been refining their i imagin- 
ations, and improving their judgments, 


by an application to the immortal produc- 
tions of antiquity, in the academic ſhades 
of Cam or Ifis, he has ventured to ſend into 


the world two volumes of Poems, moſtly - 


written at ſuch ſhort intervals as could be 
ſnatched from the avocations of a profeſſion, 


perhaps the moſt unfriendly to the ſtudy of 


liberal arts. 


The reader will be informed in ſeveral 8 


parts of theſe volumes, (what perhaps he 


would have diſcovered without any formal 


declaration) that the author is unacquainted 
with the claſſical languages. 


Nor 


— uh 
— — 
* 


— — 8 


— 
7 ——— 
— 


(BJ): 

Nor is the ignorance of Greek and Latin 
his only misfortune. The trammels of oe- 
cupations, equally diſcordant to his inch. 
nations, and irreconcilable to literature, 


have alſo prevented him from acquiring 
that general knowledge of the world, and 


from making ſuch extenſive obſervations 


on the various and inſtructive ſcenes of na- 
ture, which. might in ſome degree make 


amends for the want of learning, 


When, therefore, he conſiders what ſenſe- 
keſs trafh vanity, and the flattering encou- 
ragements of a few miſtaken friends, have 
prompted men, who poſſeſſed e every adven- 
titious ſuperiority over himſelf, to fend 


into the world, he cannot but fear; labour- 


ing as he does under thefe accumulated 


diſcouragements, chat he is himfelf one of 


thoſe who have been deluded, by a high. 
admiration for poetry, into an ill-grounded 


conceit 


— 


2 vi) 


conceit that they poſſeſs a genius for the 
compoſition of i =: 
But the die i is caſt, The awful moment 
is approaching, when "theſe productions. 
| ſuch as they are, muſt receive their doom 
at the tribunal of the public. The author 
ſubmits them, with trembling ſolicitude, 
to the candour and indulgence of the good 
natured reader. He flatters himſelf, that 
whatever may be the-deciſion of the critic, 
the moraliſt will not frown upon his la- 
bours. For though his Muſe may ſom e- 
times glow with the ardour of a lover, he 


with the impure fires of a courtezan. 


C O N- 


believes ſhe will never be found to burn 
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OF THE 


FIRST VOLUME 


EDMUND. and Roſalinda = > 


Allen and Matilda = = 
Elvin and Auna 8 
The Hermit of the Ruined Palace 
The Zepbyrs, Tale the Firſt = 
— Tale tbe Second 
—— Tale the Third . - 
The Metamorphoſes, a Fairy Tale 
Prefatory Eſſay to the Seducer = 
The Seducer, Canto the Firſt + 


% 
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— „Canto the Second 1 


„Canto the Third 2 
, Canto the Fourth - 


The Red-Breaſt, Canto the Firfl <= 


— , Canto the Second 
— —, Canto the Third 
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EDMUND any ROSALINDA. 


H me! the weſt no longer glows | 
<« With evening's bluſhing ray : 

«© The moon a feeble light beſtows, 
« To paint the pathleſs way. 


« Oh! whither ſhall our feeble feet, | 
With lengthen'd toil oppreſs'd, 
« In all this dreary foreſt meet 

«A place ſecure to reſt? 


« For here oppreſſive outlaws dwell, 
And rapine's deſp'rate race; 
** And prowling wolves, more fierce and fell, 


<< Infeſt the houſeleſs place. 
"+ Alas 


6 
« Alas! with toil and fear I faint !“ 
Fair Ros'lind ſaid, and ſigh'd. 


Ah ceaſe thy moan, my love, my ſaint !” 
The gentle Edmund cried : 


< Diſmiſs thy fears, and thank the Pow” r 
Who pities the diſtreſs'd, 75 

de And leads us to an humble bow'r 

« Of ſafety and of reſt. 


&« For where yon ſpiring poplars bend 
4 Before the fanning breeze, 
6 ſee a little cottage ſend 
Its ſmoke above the trees. 


Then courage, love ! and let's away 
«© To yon ſequeſter'd ſhed; 

«© Where we perhaps ſecure may lay, 
Or hide the weary head.” 


Not evening dew to drooping flow'rs 
Such freſh'ning ſtrength affords, 
Nor to the turf deſcending ſhow'rs, 

; As to her mind his words, 


Then, 


(8-7 
Then, hand in hand, the wild they trace, 
To gain the low retreat; 


Till faint and ſad, they reach che place 
Of weeping age the ſeat. | 


With furz was thatch'd the lowly hut, 
Part hollow'd from the hill, 

Part built with planks, all rudely cut, 
More form'd by want than ſkill. 

N 
They knock, and ſtraitway at the door 
A wrinkled dame appears; 
Neat was her look, her habit bore - 

The ſigns of better years. 


The ſhelter of het cleanly roof 
The matron freely grants, 

And gives them every friendly proof 
Of pity for their wants. 


Upon a table quick ſhe ſpread 
A napkin clean and neat, - 
Then brings a loaf of. barley bread, 
With fruits, a wholeſome treat ! 5 
8 Wich 


(+ 3 
With many a welcome oft times ſaid, — 
Her friendly heart ſhe ſnows. 


The fire, with added faggots fed, 
A cheerful light beſtows. 


Then, for a while, the courteous dame 
Withdrew in ſilent haſte ; 

But with a bowl ſoon back ſhe came, 
Which ſhe before them plac'd, 


My children,” fays the matron ſage, 
„ Behold the wholeſome draught, 
« With this your craving thirſt aſſuage !— 
Such our forefathers quaft ; 


« Which them with health and frength er 
All luxury unknown, 

Then charity unmix'd with pride, 
« And ſimple virtue ſhone, 


A cow, the ſole remaining wealth 
<« Of all my former -ftore, 

<« Supplying this, ſecures me health ; 
“Nor do I wiſh for more. 


{ 


(Y 3 


« And if, by chance benighted here, 
« Some ſadly wand'ring guelt 

<« For ſhelter to my cot repair, 
« I give him, and am bleſt. 


« For ſuch a portion I reſerve 

«© When I the udder preſs; 
“ O'erjoy'd the pow'r I till preſerve 
The needy to redrefs. 


« For what can greater joy impart - 
To minds with feeling bleſt, 

« Than to revive the drooping heart; 
Or ſuccour the diſtrelt ? 


« 'The flow'rs the morning dews exhale, 
« And gather thence their ſweets, 
And kindly ſcent each gentle gale 
«© That fans their gay retreats. 
The larks, by; nature's bounty fed, 7 
Their bliſs to all impart; 
Melodious ſoaring o'er our head, 
They glad the drooping heart. 


B 3 Shall 


16 8 


7 


« Shall we alone, with reaſon bleſs'd, 
« A ſordid mind retain? | 

„See others with misfortune preſs'd, 
And not relieve their pain?“ 


Thus ſhe, benevolent and kind, 
The while each youthful gueſt 
Griev'd, to behold ſo good a mind- 

By poverty oppreſt. 


Their ſimple meal, their hoſteſs good, 

Delight each lover's mind: 

Let in their eyes the tear oft ſtood, 
And, trembling, fadly ſhin'd, 


The melting glance, the mutual figh, 
Beſpoke the lover's flames: | 

But ah ! the frequent moiſten'd eye 
A ſadder cauſe proclaims, 


At length the fair her drooping head, 
With tender woes oppreſt, 
Reclined, and there its ſorrows ſhed, 
On Edmunds throbbing breaſt. 


i 


(FJ) 
The tender fcene provokes the tears 
To wet the matron's cheeks; 


And thus, emov'd with generous fears, 
The kind enquirer ſpeaks : | 


« Ah me! reveal ye tender pair, 
If thwarted in your love, 

Ve fly ſome jealous guardian's care, 
« A ſtolen bliſs to prove? 


« Or if in Hymen's bonds conjoin dd. 
An angry father's doom 2 ; 

„ Compels you, in his wrath unkind, 
« Abandon'd thus to roam? ; 


« Perhaps ſome wealthier rivat woo'd 
« The virgin to his bed; , 
„Some titled wretch her love purſued, 
« And gold's allurements ſpread. 


« For this the father may withhold 
His ſanction to your joy; 

« And for vain ſtores of uſeleſs gold, 
« Your happineſs deſtroy, 


he 


4 


42 


00 Can wealth relieve. the aching. EIN 
&« Or filence diſcord's voice; 

That parents act this cruel part 
« Oh avaricious choice! 


To drive content and peace away 
« To make their fortunes more; r 
„That, like the bee, ſome ſpoiler may 
% Deſtroy them for their ſtore. 


Y | | 
« If hence, my friends, your ſorrows flow, 
J can your ſorrows feel. : 


<« Then liſten to the tale of woe 1 


e Which, weeping, 1 reveal. 


<< The Mercian throne. when Keonwul ph . 
« My father did preſide: 

A valiant ſoldier in the feld, 

« And in the council tried. 


« Of all the children of bis bride, _ - 
« But only me ſurviy d: 
« Young Alwin woo'd me from his fide, 
«<< But nought his paſſion thriv'd. | 5 
4 e The 


(9 ,. 


ce The fay'rite of the king was he, 
« My father took his part; 

« But to a youth of leſs degree 
C had beſtow'd my heart. 


6 Not lilies on the ſtem diſplay d 
« Were half ſo fair to view; 
Nor doves that feek the woodland ſhade 
« $9 tender and ſo-true: 


e Alas! but ſmall his fortunes were, 
« Which made my fire diſprove; 

« And long he ſought to part the pair 
<« Combin'd in mutual love. 


« And oft he prefs'd I'd Alwin wed; © 
“But I his will withſtand, 
© And to my humbler lover fled, 
© And gave to him my hand: 


All to my fire unknown, I flew 
e Juſt at the break of daun: 
The fields were white with a | 
“And hung with tears the thorn. 


( 10 Y: 


" & Secluded long, compell'd, we dwelt, 


To ſhun my father's rage; | | 
In hopes that time his ire would melt, 
<« His cruel wrath aſſuage. 


« The ſun had walk'd his annual round, 


A witneſs to our bliſs; . 
© A daughter fair our love had crawn'd 
„ With double happineſs. 


= When that my angry father heard ' 


Where we had liv'd ſo long, 
„And with his vaſſals arm'd appear'd— 
« A bold and mighty throng !_ 


« He ſwore the life he would not ſpare | 


« Of him my deareſt lord; 


« For wedding thus his daughter fair, 


« Apainſt his known accord. 


« Bebind the houſe a foreſt ſtood ; 
« And much my lord 1 pray d, 
That thro* the ſame eſcape he would, 
« And take our little maid, | 


* 


cc 


« Wit 


En 

« With much of tears and difcontent, 
« And with a heavy heart, 

« He thro' the woods to exile went. 
« We griev'd full ſore to -part. 


« Now ſcarcely out of ſight was he, 
When burſt the caſtle door; 
“In ruſh'd my fire, with eruel glee : : 

<« I ſunk upon the floor. | 


© And where is he, the ſaucy flave,? 
«© When TI reviv'd, he ſaid, | 
© Who dar'd, ere 1 my bleſſing gave, 
My only daughter wed ?” | 


. Safe from thy pow'r, (I bold reply's,). 
64 O thou inhuman fire ! 

&« By this he ſtems the briny ride 
* And mocks thy cruel ire.” 


Then me he to his home did bear, 
And keep me there confin'd, 

* And oft with threats, oft ſpeeches fair, 

| * He'd tempt my conſtant mind. 

Wit 


From 


— ee I". — — —ä — * — 
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From former voa, full oft he'd ſay, 
The pope ſhould ſet me fre, 
If I would his commands obey, 


And gallant Alwin's be. 


« But I reſoly'd I'd faithful prove 
« To him my deareſt lord, 


„Who now, by my hard father drove, 


« Was wand'ring ſad abroad. 


“To ſhun his. perſecuting pow'r, - 
<« I from my father fled; | 


All at the fearful, filent hour 
„ When darkneſs round was ſpread. 


e Secluded in this homely cot, 
ce T've ſhunn'd the public eye; 


<< Submiflive to my hapleſs lot, 


Where I'll contented die. | 


If yours is like my former re, . 
« Oh may it happier end! 


May time your fond eſteem i improve, 


cc Your fortunes heav'n befriend ! 


But, 


Ns 2) 


« But, oh ye 1 I yet muſt mourn, 
« With tears and anguiſh wild, 

« That I could yet no tidings learn 
4 Of Roldan or my child. 


« Roldan, my lord | my dear delight“ 
Her tears her words delay ; 

While quick from Roſalinda's ſight 
Each object fades away. 


Attentive long the tale ſhe heard, 
On every accent hung, | 

And toſs'd on paſſion's tide appear d, 

And with impatience ſtung; 


"SY * ſhe heard brave Roldan's name, 
She ſunk in Edmund's arms; 

A ſudden chilneſs ſeiz'd her frame, 
And dimn'd her heav'nly charms, 


To give her aid_ the hoſteſs flies, 
When, on the maiden's breaſt, 
A picture met her wond' ring eyes 
With Roldan's form impreſt. | 
Vor. I. C. | Then 


( 14 ) 


Then ſhook with joy the. matron's frame, 
« My child,” ſhe cried, my child! 

« By heav'n's high will you hither came: 

6 Conducted thro? the wild: | 


„For when thy father with thee flew, 
Thy infant neck around 

6e hung this toy, which now I view. 
« And art thou, art thou found ?” 


Reviving, Roſalinda throws 
Her arms around her neck, 

Ea ch to the other's boſom grows, 
And tears their utterance check. 


e My child,” demands the eager dame, 

« My Roſalinda dear! 

ic Does yet thy father live,. proclaim 
% And how he lives, and where ?” 


Returning ſorrow chills the blood 
Of either youthful gueſt; 

| Forlorn and motionleſs they ſtood, 

vj And ſighs each voice ſuppreſt, 


'(C wy ) 


Then thus the youth: “ Ah parent dear! 
« As ſoon I hope you'll be, 

« Thy Roldan lately prefs'd his bier, 
« From guilt and terror free. 


<« He call'd me to his death-bed fide, 
« And preſs'd my hand in his; 

My Edmund, oh my friend l' he cried, 
May yours be every blifs, 


« Like you I lov'd, in youthful time, 
„And was again belov'd : 

Our joys were ſhort, and in their prime 
The ſource of ſorrow prov'd. 


© Spurn'd from my country, fore'd to roam, 
I've wander'd fad and poor: 
© But now I ſeek a peaceful home, 
© Where ſorrow is no more. fd 


By thy ſupporting bounty fed 4 
But oh! when I'm no more 
Let Ros'lind ſhare thy nuptial bed, 
© Nor broken vows deplore. | 
"O's Have p 


( 16 ) 
Have pity on her tender years, 
© And do not blaſt her fame, 
© Nor forfeit, by her injur'd tears, 
© The guerdon you-may claim. 


© For heav'n its bitter wrath prepares 
© To blaſt his cloſing day, 

Who wooes the maid, and. baſely dares 
© Her eaſy heart betray.” | 


« Oh reſt thy heart, ſincere I cried, 
<« I will be juſt and kind. 

© Ah yet? he rear'd his head and ſigh'd, 
One wiſh remains behind: 


* In Angles-land Elfrida ſeek, 
© If yet my deareſt lives, 

© And wipe from tears her aged cheek, 
© If yet forlorn ſhe grieves . 


« He ſaid, and harder graſp'd my hand ; 
His faultering accents ceaſe ; 

He ſmil'd ſerene, with aſpect bland, 
& And ſunk to endleſs peace. 


é Soon 


1 


« Soon as each duteous taſk was done 
cc To his departed ſhade, 

« We croſs'd the ſea, and journey'd on 
« To ſeek you as he'd ſaid. 


« When now the ſun's enlivening ſheen 
c Had paſs'd the middle day, 

e Our guides we left, the ſylvan ſcene 
<« Invited us to ſtray. / 


« In mournful, pleaſing converſe long, 
« NegleAful of the road, 

« We wander'd inconſiderate on, 
% And loſt us in the wood. 


« But ſure *twas heav'n's directing will 
That led our wand'ring feet, 

« To end with joy thy years of ill, 
« Whom here forlorn we meet. FE 


Then be he thank'd with grateful heart, 
Who led us on our way; | 
« Whoſe hand extracts affliction's dart, 
« And wipes our tears away.“ 
C 3 Elfrida 


-( ns )) 


Elfrida hears, her boſom heaves 
With mingled joy and woe; 

She claſps her child, her huſband * 
And tears deſcending flo. 


« And bleſt and happy may you be, 
« And full of years,” ſhe cried ; 

C May ne'er misfortunes ſorrow ye, 
Nor angry fate divide! 


« And may my Roldan's virtues ſhine 
<« In all your offspring fair: 

« His ſweet endowments bleſs your line, 
« Without his weight of care.” 


ALLEN 


W 29) 


ALLEN any MATILDA: 2 


; 6.5078 
* 


« THAREWEL my cot, of wood contriv'd, 
* *Gainſt ſtorms and tempeſts proof, | 

“Round which the grape-vine long has thriv'd, 
« And climb'd the ruſhy rof fü 


« Farewel my garden's pride and joy, 
With goſles fenc'd around, 

„Where flow'rs in ſcented beauty vie, 
« And uſeful herbs abound! 


% Farewel my little orchard too, 
„ Whence I full oft, with care, 

<« The ſweeteſt fruits of brighteſt hue 
Have pluck'd to pleaſe my fair! 


„ Farewel thou brook, whoſe babbling ſtream, 
« As ſlow it roll'd along, 1 8 

Full oft inſpir'd my moral theme, 
Or tun'd my mournful ſong 


( % * ) 
« No more my ſheep at middle day 
6 Shall brouze upon thy ſide, 


&« Or ſportive on thy margin-play, 
« Or drink thy cooling tide ; 


Allen no more that flock ſhall tend: — 
That flock is Ella's now. 

6 That roof ſhall Cedrec hence bnd 
« For him the grape ſhall grow: 


« For ah ! Matilda ſcorns my love, 
&«& And mocks my little ſtore : 
Then ſhall the wars my ſtate improve, 
&« Or I return no more. 


« Yet ſure the tender glancing eye 
« With which ſhe kens me oft, 

46 T he ſwelling breaſt, the ſtifled ſigh, 
«© Beſpeak emotions foft. 


« And ſure the partial praiſe ſhe gives 
« To my unſkilful theme; 
« And ſure the praiſe my pipe receives 
Are tokens of eſteem. 
&« And 


( 21 ) 
« And ſure the frequent pride ſhe took, 
«© With flow'rets gaily twin'd, 
« To deck my lambs beſide the brook, 
< Beſpoke a partial mind. 


« For neꝰ er were Ella's younglings fair 
“With wreathing flow'rets hung; 
« Nor did ſhe lend a partial ear 
« When Edwin ſweetly ſung. 


« *Tis prudence then forbids the fair 
«© To wed a ſwain ſo poor: | 

«© Then ſhall the wars my ſtate repair, 
O Or I return no more.” 


ee Stay, Allen, ſtay,” Matilda cried, 
And iſſued from the grove, | 

Where ſweet- briar with the woodbines vied 
Which round the ſaplings wove ; 


© Ofer yonder dewy mountain's head 


The morning ſcarce appears; 
54 No linnets yet their wings have ſpread; 
No lark the welkin cheers, 
; « Then 


\ 
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( 22 5 


Then where does Allen rove ſo ſoon? 
« Yet ah Matilda knows ._ - 

& For by that look, that tear, is ſhewn 
e The cauſe of Allen's woes. 


<< Yet ceaſe to mourn, thou tender youth, 
For fortune frowns no more; 

% Matilda's love ſhall crown thy truth. 
© And wealth a plenteous ſtore. 


« For yeſter-night a reverend fire 
* Approach'd my cettage gate, - 
ce In ſilver mail, and rich attire w— - 
„ He ſeem'd of high eſtate, 


It was my father; whom my tears 

«© Were wont fo oft deplore, 
Made pris'ner in my infant years 
All on a diſtant ſhore. 


e Full well thou know'ſt how Kendal's lord - 
« His lands and caſtle ſeiz'd, | 
&« Which, all in vain, I oft implor'd 


« To be to me releas'd. 
« But 


[( 23 ) 


« But when my fire his freedom gain'd, 
« And back to Mercia came, 

« He challeng'd him who thus detain'd 
« His true and lawful claim. 


ee Before the king in liſted fight, 
«© Tho' now in arms grown old, 

He bravely prov'd his queſtion'd right, 
% And flew his rival bold. 


6 Then all in queſt of me he came, 
Nor to diſarm would ſtay ; 

« For he had heard it told by fame 
« I friendleſs pin'd away. 


Then Allen be thy heart elate, 
% For thou ſhalt ſurely ſhare 

“The bleſſings of my alter'd ftate,” 
Exclaim'd the gen'rous fair, 


To pining flocks not dewy plains 
Can greater joys impart, 

Nor day-light to bewilder'd ſwains, 

Than this to Allen's heart. 


( 24 )- 


He caught her fondly in his arms, 

He claſp'd her to his breaſt; F 
He gaz'd on all her bluſhing charms, - 
And kiſs'd and fondly preſt. 


— Io nos 


The tear of tranſport wets each eye, 
Down either cheek it flows ; 

As dew-drops in the harebell lie, 

Or on the bluſhing. roſe, 


But not the bell which dew refines 

| | Can match Matilda's eyen; 

1 Nor humid roſe ſo ſweetly ſhines 
| As does her bluſhing mien. 


& And will Matilda, will my love,” 
The happy Allen cried, 

&« A poor unfortun'd youth approve, 
« And be a ſhepherd's bride?“ 


« Yes, yes; for you I can refign 
«© The court's enticing pride: 
Let Allen be but only mine, 
6 I'll be a ſhepherd's bride, 


To 


Ci } 


« To bleſs my Allen with the news, 
“ left my ſleepleſs bed, 

« And tow'rds his cottage, o'er the dews 
« With eager haſte I fled, 


“For what of joy can wealth impart, 
« Or fortune's ſmile ſo fair, - 
Till we can gild a lover's heart, 
« Or chace a friend's deſpair ? 


As turtles in the woodland ſhade 
Their tender vows prolong, 

Or woodlarks warble thro' the glade 
Their loves in mutual ſong. 


They yielding all to harmleſs love, 
Their artleſs paſſion vow; 

When ruſh'd Sir Thudor from the grove, 
With anger on his brow. | 


* Degenerate girl,” enrag'd he crics, 
Thou art no child of mine, 
That doſt no more thy honour prize, 
* But wouldſt diſgrace thy line. 
Vol., I. D 


« In 


( 26 ) 


« Tn wonder what fo ſoon could lead 
«© Thy reſtleſs feet this way, 

« [ trac'd thee o'er the dew-white mead ; 
„And now thy ſhame ſurvey, 


« Degenerate girl] that to a ſwain 
«© Of low and mean degree 5 
« Wouldft give thy hand, my houſe to mn, 


« And ſhame thyfelf and me, 


« But know that I have promis'd thee, 
And will perform my word, 

« To one of rich and high degree, 
A valiant Lombard lord. 


c“ But as for thee, thou ſaucy groom, 
That durſt fo high aſpire ; 
„No longer to my child preſume, 
« Or dread my riſing ire.” 


When this the trembling fair-one hears, 
She ſinks upon the earth; 3 

And, while her eyes o' erflow with tears, 
She mourns her lofty birth. 
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As lilies overcharg'd with dew 
Droop weeping on the plain, 

So look'd the fair, forlorn of hue, 
And thus ſhe vents her pain: 


« Oh ! happier far, while friendleſs poor, 
« A ſhepherd laſs I liv'd, 

&« Than thus poſle(s'd-of wealth and tore, 
„And of my love bereav'd.” 


Then drew young Allen from his dae 
A ſword both ſharp and keen; 

And thus, with bended knee, he cried 
To Thudor of che green: 


« Here Thudor, take my keen edg'd ſword, 
« And plunge it in my heart; 
But do not, with thy keener word, 
« Me from Matilda part. 


&« That ſword, when on his death-bed lay'd, 
„To me my father gave; 
« And theſe the lateſt words he ſaid, 
My Allen, oh be brave! : 
D 2 From 


( 28 ) 
From fierce Northumbria's warlike race 
Thy raviſh'd lands reclaim, 
© Or breathleſs laid in honour's chace, 
© Tranſmit thy deeds to tame.” 


gut I, neglectful of his voice, 


c Rreferr'd the arts of peace; 
A calm retirement was my choice, — 
<« But now that calm muſt ceaſe. 


„Then, ah ! within my aching breaſt 
<« In pity plunge the ſword ; 

66 Matilda, when my ſoul's at reſt, 
% May wed the Lombard lord. ' . 


© But let not me their nuptials view, 
„Nor me his raptures hear; | 
“ Left I ſome frantic action do 
“In madneſs of deſpair. “ 


Meanwhile, furpriz'd, Sir Thuder ey*d 
The blade he knew full well : 
Thy father's name, and rank,” he er) dl, 
5 Oh quick young Allen tell.“ | 
| 6c 8 
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« Sir Eldred was my father's name,” 
Reply'd the wond'ring youth; 
<A title not unknown to fame 
For loyalty and truth; 


<« But plunder'd by invading pow'rs 
« Of his paternal lands, 

4 He left me, in his lateſt hours, 
That ſword, and thoſe commands.“ 


« Riſe Allen, riſe, for only thou 
„ Shalt e'er my daughter wed : 
e Riſe, riſe, Matilda, happy now,” 

The joyous father ſaid. 


„Sir Eldred was my boſom friend, 
« And *twas in war our pride 
Each other nobly to defend, E 
« And combat fide by fide. | 


And when fair peace the country bleſt, 
With jocund hound and horn, 

“With mutual Jance the wolf we preſt, 
And wak'd with ſhouts the morn. ; 
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« And when 1 left my native ſhote. 

„ We endleſs friendſhip vow'd 3 

(“ Alas to think ! we met no more) 
And each a gift beſtow'd. 


Then I receiv'd from Eldred brave 
4 A quiver and a bow, 

« And in return this ſword I gave, 
« Whoſe make full well I know. 


«© But thou a richer gift receive, 

_ © Matilda's willing band; 

« And long and happy may ye live, 
In wedlock's pureſt band.“ 


“ And do I call Matilda mine?“ 
The happy Allen cry'd ; 

« Yes, yes, my Allen | am thine,” 
The bluſhing fair reply'd. 


„ Heav'n will at laſt reward the pair 
«© Whoſe mutual boſoms burn; 
« Eftrang'd from ev'ry ſelfiſh care, 
For paſſions pute return,” 
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ELWIN and ANNA. 


A. if = ip» 


H“ by a dell, whoſe buſhy fide 

Was deckt with primroſe ſweet, 

With violets blue, and daiſies pied, 
There ſtood a lome retreat: 


A humble cottage, unadorn'd 
By arts of uſeleſs pride ; 

Yet was their want, nor be it ſcorn'd, 
By neatneſs well ſupplied, | 


Nor let the haughty and the great 
The humble roof deſpiſe ; 

For joy oft quits their downy ſtate, 
And to the cottage flies. 


Ard virtue, and contentment ſweet 
Oft ſhun the gay parade, 

And fix their calm unrivall'd feat 
Within the rural ſhade; 


— 
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And virtue here, content, and joy 
Were oft with Anna ſeen; 

While modeſty inform'd her eye, 

And meekneſs grac'd her mien. 


The bud that on the hawthorn grew 
Was not like Anna fair; 

Nor could the roſe's ruddy hue 
With Anna's bluſh compare. 


The violet, when it ſhone with dew, _ 
Before her eye look'd pale; 


Her breath ſurpaſt the ſweets that flew | 


Upon the vernal gale, 


But ah the virtues far more rare 
That dwelt within her breaſt, 

Outſhone the brighteſt charms that were 
U pon her form impreſt. 


A maiden aunt, of adverſe mould, 
Her infant beauties rear'd ; 


| Of mind pedantic, manners bold: 


Loeſs to be lov'd than ; '- of Py 


N 


And now when Anna's ſwelling breaſt, 
Fair as the whiteſt dove, 


The ſeaſon of deſire conſeſt, 
Young Elwin ſought her love. 


Each means, each ſoft perſuaſive att 
He tried, the maid to gain; | | 
And ſhe return'd his flame at heart, | 2 
But fear'd to own her pain. 


But ah! in vain her tongue conceal'd 
The feelings of her mind; 

Her looks, her actions all reveal'd 1 
And Lin not blind. 


Which mutual paſſion bleſs. 
Not woodlarks, who in thickets hide, | 


Such tender joy express. | — 


| 
Delighted now their minutes glide, | | 


Full oft they ſought the woodland ſhade, 
Or trac'd the dell around ; 


Or by the bubbling runnells ſtray d, 
To mark the pleaſing found. - 
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And on the primroſe bank reclin'd, 
Where circling woodbines grew, 

Would Anna oft reveal her mind, 
Or hear her Elwin woo. 


Oft would the hand, with preſſure ſoft, 
The want of words ſupply; 


And, here conceal'd, the kiſs would oft 


Reftrain the riſing ſigh. 


So bloſſom, like the freſheſt roſe, 
Their tender hopes awhile ; 


More bright their dawn of paſſion glows 


Than May-day's morning * 
The roſe a ſudden blight may kill, 
A cloud the ſky o ercaſt 
But love—thy joys, more fickle Rill, 
Are ſeldom known to laſt. | 


The ſordid dame, beneath whoſe care 
The tender Anna liv'd, | 

Had long obſerv'd the gentle pair, 
And long with envy griev'd : | | 
e She 


he 


— — 
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She hated Elwin, for he ne'er 

Would ſoothe her aukward pride, 

Nor her pretended ſenſe revere ; [5s 
But often would deride. | | — 

And Anna too this pedant proud 
With looks of envy view'd, 

Becauſe ſhe was by all allow'd 
With greater ſenſe endu'd. 


And now at once, with cruel ſpite, 
To blaſt their peace ſhe ftrove ; 

Denied the fair her Elwin's fight, 
And bade her ceaſe to love. 


— — — — — — _ * — 
: 
- 


“Can I my Elwin ceaſe to love?” 
Exclaim'd the weeping maid ; 1 
“No, let me firſt the deſert rove, 
To friendleſs want betray' d.“ 


“ Tis well,” the envious Emma cried, 
« Does Anna thus obey 
« The laſt fond words which, ere ſhe died, 
„ She heard her mother ſay? 
© She 


(36) 
cc She bade me by her death- bed ſtand, 
As thou full well doſt know; 


& She held you in her pale- grown hand, ! | 
And gaz'd with "GR 


<« And, ſighing thus, with feeble tone, ' 
My Anna, oh l' ſhe'cry'd, 

© To Emma be obedience ſhown,*— 
«© Then ſunk ſhe down and died, 


« Then if to her thou'sſt duteous prove, 
% Nor Emma's wrath deplore; Sd | 
(e Renounce for ever Elwin's love, 
« And hear his vows no more.” 


As droops the valley's modeft flow'r, 
By heavy rain oppreft, | 

So Anna dropt, and rain'd a ſhow'r 
Of tears upon her breaſt, 


Debarr'd her much-Jov'd Edwin's fight, 
Her beauties fade away; 
As fades the roſe's beauties bright, 
| - Debarr'd the light of day. 


Gal 
Now Elwin rov'd thro! each _ | 
Where they ſo often ſtray d, 


et could he not his Anna . 
By dell or wood and ſhade. 


Oh faithleſs Aancied maid !” “ 
The angry lover cry'd;_ , '. 

Haſt thou my eaſy heart betray d, 
« My weakneſs to deride? 


© Am I deſerted then, with ſcorn ?. 
« Coquetted, lighted, croſt ? 

Let this by whining fools be born; 
« But OY not ſo loſt,” 


n ſcorn then left he Devon 8 plain, 
While Anna pin'd away: 
Each hour encreas'd the virgin's pain; 
Each hour her charms decay. 


Bo mourns the dove her abſent mate; 
So fades the hawthorn bloom, 
hen pluck'd before its fated date, 
Expires its ſweet perfume, | 
Noon. I. — But 
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But not the turtle lov'd ſo true, 
Or lov'd ſo much as ſhe ; 

Nor not the May-flow'r's gayeſt hue 
Eſteem'd ſo ſweet could be. 


Her meek obedience now ſhe blames ; 

| Recalls each mem'ry ſweet ; 

With paſt delight each grief enflames, 
And haunts each lov'd retreat, 


Full oft ſhe rov'd each dingle green, 
And ſought each buſhy del], 

Each glade, where ſhe'd with Elwin been, 
Their mutual loves to tell. 


Full oft the flow'ry bank ſhe ſought, 
Where runnells bubbled round ; ; 
Where, giving looſe to tender thought, 
- R—_—_ frequent preſt the ground. 


And where the clear and tranquil ſtream 
Steals ſilent, would ſhe ſtray ; 

Where thro' the trees no ſun-beams gleam, 
Or on the ſurface play. 


: | . 40 Here, 


( 39 


cc Here, would ſhe ſay, he tender youth | 
« Did firſt his love declare; | 

« Here. did he oft proteſt his truth ; 
« Here did we laſt repair. | 


« But ah ! for ever is he own, 
« And Anna's heart muſt break : 

« Yet, yet the fault was all my own ; 
Why did I counſel take ?” 


Thus mourn'd the fair when Elwin came 
To Devon's plains once more: 

Then hope reviv'd her fading frame, 
And bliſs appear'd in ſtore. - 


So opes the daiſy on the lawn, 
What time the ſun appears; 
So ſmiles the tulip when the dawn 
With gladd'ning luſtre cheers. 


But ſhort the beam of hope and joy: 
For Elwin flights her charms: 
Affects her proffer'd love to fly, 
And ſeeks another's arms. 


E 2 7 He 


He ſcoffs at Anna's artleſs love, 

Inſults her eaſy heart; 
And wooes Matilda of the grove, 
And triumphs in his art. 


When now one day, in cruel haſte, 
To Anna Emma flies: 6 ob 

Here Anna, with this a be grac'd, 
To pleaſe young Elwin's eyes, 


8 This bridal preſent Elwin ſends, 
« And this his new made bride.” 


A ſigh poor Anna's boſom rends, 
She faints by Emma's fide. 


At length ſhe op'd her feeble eyes : 
« And is it true?” the ſaid, 
If ſo unhappy Anna dies. 
« And am I thus betray'd ? 


« Oh Elwin, Elwin ! can't thou ne'er 

« Unhappy Anna's be?“ | 
Pale ſhone her cheek with many a tear, 
And trembled either knee. 


(a4 


Then to deſpair and grief reſign'd, 
Retir'd the hapleſs mad 

Nor long her lighted love repin' — 

She flitted ſoon a ſhade. 


I faw her in the earth laid low; 


I wept upon her grave; 
While pitying crowds, in ſpeechieſs woe, 
Their filent bleflings gave, | 
444 ; KE z , S829) Tus 


6 42.) 


P ” ä * % h — 
A x 157 A . * 4 * 0 
| 14 | Sy ks : 
H E * » 
0 - ® >. Y N v% n 
= -s * = 4 ot * 8 4 3- * 
* 
< 
O F T H E 
9 , 
P ö 


RUINED PALACE. 


6 HEE. this way turn, my ſiſter dear |. 

And in this cavern ſeek _ 

Protection from the ſtorm ſevere, | 
And windy tempeſt bleak. 


O! enter quick, ere yet again 
The dreadful lightnings fly ; | 

&« Left, like our guide, we preſs the plain, 
oy A all 1 die.“ 


« Alas |” replies the trembling fair, 
With fault'ring voice and weak, 
Where, where, my friend, would thy deſpair 
A dangerous refuge ſeek ? - 


— 


* 


« What if within this cavern drear 

„ Some hungry wolf were found, 
« Whom nothing now prevents but fear 
To prowl the foreſt round? | 
« Or 


* 
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« Or what if here kerce per bie, 
C To cruel actions brelßß; 
« By rapine who and murder live, 
« To love and pity dead? 


“Oh ſave us heav'n | ſome place reveal 


“Where ſafely we may teſt: - 
For ah my fluttering heart I feel 
« Is fainting in my breaſt, - 


« Oh ſhield me; Anna, gentle maid ! : . 


« How fierce the lightning flies!“ 
* Alas! I need thy feeble aid!“ 
The trembling maid replies. 


And now a light Wan the trees 
Appears to move that way; 

Sad terrors Anna's boſom ſeize; 
Her ſiſter faints away. 


From murder warm then forward came 
Two ruffians fierce and bold: | 

A torch one carries, by whoſe flame | 
The fair- ones they behold, 


With 


EY 
With ſpeeches rude, they eager ſeiz'd 
Each in his blood-ſtain'd arme 


A wretched fe male, grimly pleas'd 
To view their matchleſs charms, 


Then tow'rds the cave the ruffians bore 
With ſpeed the hapleſs pair ; 

While ſtruggling Anna wept full ſore, 
And rent with ſhrieks the air. 


And now returning life appears 
To lume the ſiſter's eyes; 
Faſt fall the kind reviving tears, 
Her boſom ſwells with ſighs, 


But when the lawleſs wretch the view'd 
Who her ſo cloſely preſt, 
And felt his hand, with preſſure rude, 
- Defile her ſnowy breaſt, 


She fill'd the foreſt all around 
With frequent ſhrieks and loud ; 
Whereat the caitiff ſternly frown'd, 
And thus he vaunted proud: | 


« In 


n 


<« For none will bring thee aid 21 118 


« In vain thy voice the foreſt rends, i 


cc All know whoe'er aſſiſtance lends oF 65 ty | | 


« Muſt ſoon be breathleſs laid.“ = 


« It is not o, bold Rowland cried, out 


And ruſh'd from out the ſhade; 


Then fell'd to earth the ruffian's pride: | 


The other flew diſmay'd. vu 


Then Rowland lifts the trembling pair, 


Whoſe grateful” hearts o'erflow, 
In thanks to him whoſe timely care 
Had ſnatch'd them both from woe. 


«© Oh thank me not,” - he thus replies, 
For to the feeling breaſt, 

«Tis joy beyond all meaner joys 
To ſuccour the diſtreſt. 


« Then what of thanks can I deſerve, 
© Who feel within my heart 

“A greater joy, while you I ſerve, 
Than I to you impart. 


— 


cc But 
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<« But leave, fair maids, this dang'rous amy 


& And if ye will repair 
To do my lone retirement grace, 


& I will conduct ye there. 


No downy, couch. to reſt at eaſe 
« My mould'ring cave can yields 


© But from the rain and chilling breeze 


« My moſly roof can ſhield. 


« And if that nature's frugal fare 
« Can nature's wants ſuffice, 


«© My roots ye ſhall with welcome ſhare, | 


And drink the ſpring ſupplics.” 


The fair-ones bow, as *fore the gale 
The waving flow'rets bend ; 


Then leads he winding tow'rds the dale, 


And they his ſteps 2 


And now the winds their roarings _ 
The welkin grows ſerene; 

The clouds diſperſe before the breeze, 

The yellow moon is ſeen. 


Fair 


6 
Fair Anna by the glimmering light 
The op'ning view ſurvey d; 
But ah | her ſiſter veil'd her ſight, 
And trembled thro? the glade. 


Her boſom, like the froth-white wave, 
Heav'd with the ſwelling ſigh; 

Full many a tear her cheek did lave, 
Or trembled in her eye. 


And now they Feach a ruin'd pile, 
Of grandeur once the ſeat, 

And wind thro' many a Gothic iſle, 
To Rowlands lone retreat. | 


Then up the marble ſteps they climb, 

And to his room arrive, 

Whoſe-moſs-grown walls, decay'd by time, 
The neftling ſwallows hive. 1 


With creeping ivy overgrown 

Was one ſmall caſement ſeen ; 
Thro' one the moon obſtructed ſhone, 
And caſt a checquer'd gleen: | 


For 


\ 
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For this the ivy fring d around, 
And crept fantaſtic thro'; | 
And cloſe the ſhatter'd frame it bound, 
And up the roof it grew. 


With crackling wood to dry the fair 
The hermit now eſſays; _ 
The dying embers wakes with care, 
And bids the hearth to blaze. 


The fair, refreſh'd with warmth food, 
The hermit's grief obſerve : 
His ſigh-ſwoln breaſt, his troubl'd mood, 
His filence and reſerve. 5 
And anxious thas the elder ſpoke : 
Say why, thou man of woes, 
« The peopled city you forſook, 
«© And this rene Chole 7 


„„ What ſorrows on thy boſom prey, 
< To me if thou'lt declare, A 
“With grateful heart, I'll night and. day 
6 Remind them in n my pray . di 


« For 
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For I, forlorn, nn ſeek, 
« In oriſons to ſpend - 4 


6 My wretched days, refign'd and abs + 
“ Till death my ſorrows end.” 


Oh pious maid !” the hermit cried, 
« How can I dare, for ſhame, 
To thy pure ears my tale confide, 
And guilt like mine proclaim ? 


c A man of high eſtate was I - 
« All in my youthful days; 

« My meads did paſture rich ſupply 
e For numerous flocks to graze, 


“But ah | to wanton joys inclin'd, 
« Heav'n's bounty I abus'd, 
« And what for good was thus deſign'd, 
& My miſery produc'd. 


&« Full oft the artleſs maid I woo'd, 
* By grot or ſhady grove; 
And many, by my arts ſubdu'd, 


Fell victims to their love. 
F 


( 50 ) 
« When now Elfrida met my view, 
«© A maid of modeſt air; 
« 'The daiſy on the mead that grew 
« Was never half ſo fair. 


ce Retir'd ſhe liv'd, for fortune's frown 

„ Had robb'd her of her friends 

& Alas to think ! when wealth is flown 
«© How quickly friendſhip ends. 


4 Within a winding glade her cot 
Was built, ſecure from harms : 

cc An aged mother ſhar'd her lot, 
And watch'd her op'ning charms. 


Thus, ſcreen'd the ſhelt'ring thorn+ beneath, 
& The primroſe early grows; 


So, guarded by the parent leaf, 
« May's modeſt lily blows. 


« But ah! her modeſt charms awoke 
In me a lawleſs flame; 
„ And ev'ry ſacred vow I broke, 

«© To ſoil her virgin fame. 


+ «© Sweet as the PI peeps beneath the thorn.” 
. ViLLAGTS, 
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« My bounty cheer'd the mother's heart, 
&« And all her wants reliev'd ; | 


« But ah ! the while my cruel art 
« The daughter's love deceiv'd. 


« When oft, by moonlight, on the green, 
«© The cheerful village throng 

“ Deſporting to the pipe were ſeen, 
« Or to the ruſtic ſong, 


« Then who like fair Elfrida danc'd ? 
%% Who gain'd but me her hand? 

% And who like we ſo fondly glanc'd 
« Of all the youthful band? 


&« It chanc'd the lord who own'd the glade 
% Had long aſſay'd in vain | 
(For pure and ſpotleſs was the maid) 
« Flfrida's love to gain. 


« Like me he burn'd with lawleſs fires, 
«© Which different did unfold : 
4 fann'd the maiden's ſoft deſires, 


«© He tempted her with gold. | a 
* Lo But 
My ith 
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“ But when he found that wealth and pride 
© To move her had no charms, 


«© To tempt the aged dame he tried, 
« To ſell her to his arms. $i. 


perſuade, he ſaid, thy child this night 
My eager love to crown, : 

© This cottage, and this glade, my right, 
Shall be for aye thy own,” 


« But ſhe refus'd, with honeſt pride, 
© And ſcorn'd the proffer'd ſtore, 

< *Tis well,” the angry lord replied ; 
* Thou ſhalt repent it ſore. 


For four long years have I forborn 
To claim my annual right, 
© In pity to thy ſtate forlorn ;— 
But mark it well ere night. 


© For ſoon on you my ſteward here, 
By my command ſhall wait.“ 
« He ſaid, and turn'd with frown ſevere ; 
«© Nor did his anger 'bate ; : 
«© For 
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« For ah! full ſoon the ſteward came; 
« Nor would he brook delay, 

« But to a priſon forc'd the dame, 
« To pine in grief away. 


« That day, the annual ſports to fee 
« Of merry harveſt-home, 

« Did fair Elfrida ſtray with me, 
« And thro' the meadows roam. 


% But when, at eye return'd, ſhe found 
« Her parent's hapleſs plight, 

„ The roſes on her cheek ſhe drown'd 
In pity's gems ſo bright. 


« To ſoothe the maid, I] inſtant flew 
« To ſet her parent free, 

« Unheedful of the duſky dew 
© Which wet the darkling lea. 


But not releas'd could be the dame 
« Until returning morn ; 
<« So back return'd I, as I came, 
To cheer the maid forlorn. 
© 3 | When 
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c When now towards the cot I drew, 
Her cries aſſail'd my ear: 


] ſtarted at the found, and flew 
66 Tolearn her cauſe of fear. 


There did I ſpy the ruffian lord, 
<« Elfrida in his arms. 

« He ſtrove, without her free accord, 
4 To rifle all her charms.” 


But ſoon to earth I fell'd the loon, 

& And eas'd the maiden's fears 3 

« And, driving him the cottage, ſoon 
& kiſs'd away her tears. 


„ But ah! what guilt can equal mine? 
«© Een then, while in her eyes 

* Love, gratitude, and forrow ſhine, 
I ſeize the bluſhing prize. 


4 I preſs—I triumph or her heart. 
'« Ah me! how oft my ſoul, 
cc Repenting of the cruel part, 
Has pin'd in uſelefs dole ! 


( 5s ) 
« To drown refleion's voice I tri'd 
In riot's noiſy bow'rs: 
In banquets of laſcivious pride 
« Conſuming all my hours; 


4 Till diſſipation's wild exceſs 
«© Had waſted all my ſtore; 

« Then ſtung by anguiſh and diſtreſs, 
] here the world forſwore. 


« But ah ! my anguiſh grew ſo great, 
I could no more endure, - | 

« And fo refoly'd to ſeek my fate, 
And eaſe by death procure. 


* On death reſolv'd this night I ſtood 
« Beſide the neighb'ring lake, 
When late you rent with cries the wood, 
„Which did my purpoſe break. 


« By this adventure taught in time, 
« Self-ſlaughter I' forego, 

And ſeek to wipe away my crime, 
By warding others woe. 


Nox 
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x « Nor ſhould the guiltieſt wretch, I ſee, 
8 C Deſpairing ſeek the grave, 
x Since he, thro' heay'n, the means may be 
| | 4 Wrong'd innocence to ſave. 


| « 'Then in this ſhade will I remain, , 
| < To lend the wretched aid, 

3 6 And rapine's lawleſs tribe reſtrain, 

« Till life, or ſtrength's decay'd.” 


& Proceed from thy diſtreſs. 
| Soon from this gloom would'ſt thou repair, 
| | Should ſmiling fortune bleſs. 


| 

| | «© Theſe vows,” replied the elder fair, 
N 
| 


« Then Hermit, hear what, free from art, 
With bluſhes I propoſe: $659 

« Accept my hand, accept my heart; A 
I'll end at once thy woes. 


| 4 For lands and riches do 1 hold, 3 cc 
«© And golden ftores alſo; 


< Preſerv'd me late from woe.” 


| 

| <c Theſe ſhall be his whoſe hand ſo bold 00 
| | 
| < Oh 


CR) 


« Oh pardon, fair one!” Rowland ſpake, 
« But never will I more | 

« Of love, or love's delights, partake; 
« But Elfrid'- III deplore: 


« For Elfrid's now an empty ſhade; 
« Broke is her tender heart: 

« Then here I'll weep the injur'd maid, 
«© Nor ever more depart.” 


Her veil ſhe drew, as this ſhe hear'd, 
And all her charms diſplay'd— 

It was Elfrida's ſelf appear'd— 
Elfrida of the glade. 


The lover ſtood awhile amaz'd, 
Then caught her to his breaſt; 
Again in ſpeechleſs rapture gaz'd; 
Again as fondly preft. . 


* And do I hold thee to my heart, 
“ Elfrida, yet once more? 
Can'ſt thou forgive my cruel art, 
* And Rowland's peace reftore?” 
cc Yes, 
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« Yes, yes; my Rowland to my heart 
« I gladly will reſtore; 

Nor will 1 from the world depart, 
“ Or think of convents more.“ 


Her words more ſweet his boſom” cheer 
Than larks that ſoar on high, 

When to the weary wanderers ear 
They ſpeak the morning nigh, 


Nor mourn,” ſaid ſhe, <« thy fortune fled; 
« For late a kinſman near 

&« Did call me to his dying bed, 
« And name me for his heir. 


« He mourn'd that he, with cruel ſpite, 
«© Had let me pine ſo long; 
& And ſaid he could not reſt his ſprite 


« Till I forgave the wrong. 


« Sweet reſt his ſou], in endleſs peace; 


« While we united prove 
«© The joys, which but in death ſhall ceaſe, 
C That flow from mutual love.“ 


Tt 


" | 
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Tus ZEPHYRS. 


TaLE THz FIRST. 


arent o'er a ſmiling bow'r 
Gay with ev'ry vernal dye, 

Rich with every ſcented flow'r, 

Two familiar zephyrs fly : 


Ariel that the zephyr's name, 
And the ſoft Amato this; 
None who cool the noon-tide flame 
Breathe ſo ſweet the temp'ring bliſs. 8 


« Tell me, brother, Ariel cries, 
« How thy ſoft delicious gale 
“Mine in ſweetneſs ſo outvies— 
“ Richer flow'rs you can't exhale. 


Lovely 


( 6 ) 
« Lovely roſe, as I paſs by, 
« Turns to me her bluſhing lip; 
« Violet greets me with a ſigh ; 
«* Lily's fragrant ſoul I ſip. 


— 


& Theſe, enamour'd all of me, 
0 All their treaſur'd ſweetneſs yield. 
e Say what bloſſoms breathe for thee, 
That my ſweets are thus excell'd?ꝰ 


With a ſmile, he thus replies : 
© I round lovely Delia fly; 

« Watch her breaſts, and when they riſe 
“ Preſs her lips, and catch the ſigh.” 


TRE 
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Tait THE SzconD. 


ROOPING on. a moſſy bank, 
Odorus the zephyr lay; _ 

Round about the buſhes dank 

Mourn'd their dews not bruſh'd away. 

| a i 

Sportive Ariel, briſk and light, 

Flitting to the river's ſide, _ EO a 
Saw, and ſtopp'd awhile his flight, 

His untoward ſloth to chide. 


« Lazy ſon of vernal air, 
% Doſt thou thus in floth recline, . 
* Whilſt forlorn thy lighted care 
« For the wiſh'd refreſhment pine 1 | 
G 5: & Chide 
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“ Chide not,” ſighing, Odor cries, 
« For I droop by Cupid's pow'r : 
« Aura ſweet my ſuit denies 
Aura of yon jaſmine bow'r. 
« She to whom fair Flora gaye 
« All its mantling ſprays to guide, 
From unwholeſome blights to ſave, 
« Wake its bloom and ſcented pride.” 


6 Silly zephyr, riſe, I ſay,” 
Smiling Ariel made reply ; 

«© Bruſh theſe idle dews away, 
<« Then to gentle Rura fly. 


«© Yet again her breaſt aſſail, | 
Nor for one denial droop ; 


„ Frequent vows at laſt prevail. 
«© Gentle Odor riſe and hope.” 


Lightly from each circling buſh 
Odor bruſh'd the lazy dew, 
Fanning wak'd each roſes bluſh, 
And to gentle Aura flew. 


(63) 1 


She with open arm receiv'd, 
And with kiſſes met his kiſs ; 

All his tender fears reliev'd, 
Melting in extatie bliſs, 


« Why,” he ſaid, did Aura chide, 
6 Yeſter noon, her love away!?“ 
« Grief had ſeiz'd me,” ſhe replied, 
«© Worms had kill'd my fav'rite ſpray. 


te But to-day has happy been 
% Ev'ry tendril to improve; 

« Pleaſure therefore ſmooths my mien, 
% And my ſouls attun'd to love.“ 


Thus it is with all the ſex: 
Slaves to ev'ry varying wind, 
They their lovers pleaſe or vex | 
As by chance or whim inclin'd. 


RE ©» 


Tux ZEPHYRS. 


TALE THE THIRD. 


00 P RETTY youth, whoſe painted wings 
“Glitter in the noon-tide ray, 
«© From whoſe motion coolneſs ſprings, 
« Tempering ſoft the glowing day! 


„ Whether now, in happy hour, 
| c Briſkly flitting thro' the air, 
4 Doft thou all this ſcented ſhow'r, 
&« All theſe vernal treaſures bear? 


„ Bluſhing roſes, jaſmine white, 
c Primroſe ſweet, and violet blue, 
&« Mantling woodbine, lily bright, 
„ Cowllip yielding honied dew. 
| | Theſe, 


| 
bl 


« Theſe, to form a ſecret_bow'r, 
« Doſt thou happy zephyr bear; 

« Where thou may'ſt recline an hour 
«© With ſome lov'd and loving fair?“ 


On a fleecy cloud reclining, 
Gaily tipt with Phœebus' ray, 
(Bright above, the welkin ſhining) 
Thus did zephyr Aura ſay: 


Gentle fair, whoſe ſweeter ſigh 
“Fans ſo oft the verdant grove,” 


Odor ſoftly made reply, 
« No ſuch bliſs I'm doom'd to prove; 


But to yonder fountain fair, 
« Fring'd with moſly. verdure dank, 
« With theſe flow'rets I repair, 
« Gay to deck the ſmiling bank. 


« For anon will Damon there, ; 
" Happy Damon ! happy ground! * 
« Meet his Delia, ſmiling fair !— 
« Flora then ſhould bloom around.” 
G 3 « Need- 


& — 
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«© Needleſs toil,” ſhe thus replies; 
<« Soon as Cer the lovely maid - 

Meets her Damon's longing eyes, 
Flora there will ſeem diſplay'd. 


„ Ey'ry hue that paints the ſpring, 
„ Ev'ry ſoft perfume of May, 

<« Smile but Cupid—pleaſure's king ! 
« Raptur'd fancy can pourtray. 


% Leave then, leave the needleſs toil. 
«© Mark yon roſes red and white, 

„ And yon woodbines, how they ſmile; 

« 'Twining clofe in ſweet delight. 


« What a pleaſant bower they make, 


e Cloſely knit on either fide ? 
< Scarce a ſun- beam thro' can breax 


* 4 Thro' the blooms and ſcented pride. 


<<< Thither let us then repair, 
(<< For no zepbyrs there attend) 

« Be its inmoſt ſhade our care, 
„Which from blights we will defend. 


« Pity 
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« Pity ſuch a ſmiling bower 

« Should for lack of tending pine, 

« Drooping - fore the noon-tide pow'r : 
Let us, Odor, there recline,” 

Thus ambiguous ſpeaks the fair; 
Odor anſwers with a ſmile ; 

To the bower they ſwift repair— 

Laughing Love admir'd the wile. 


Pendant o'er a.dimpled tide ' 
Hung its only entrance free 

Cloſely wove was either ſide — 3 
What they did could no one ſes. 


Happy zephyrs, vagrants bleſt ! 
Ye unharm'd indulge in joy; 

Yield to ſoft deſires the breaſt, 
Free from guilt or fear's annoy. 


— 


% 


But ye maids of mortal mould, 
How ye truſt to man beware, 
Where the bowery ſhades enfold :— 
Dangerous *tis for you, ye fair, | 
And 
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And from each ambiguous word N 
Guard, oh guard your bluſhing lips: 
Cenſure watches ſtill abroad, 
Catching all that idly ſlips. 


Lewdneſs hence may. hope conceive, 
And your virtues fall eſſay ; 

Chaſte efteem the fault will grieve, 
Stretch her wings, and haſte away. 


Treaſure this remark ye fair : 
« Actions chaſte will not ſuffice ; 
« Words and looks the ſtamp. muſt bear 
« Of modeſt caution, ſcrup'lous, nice : 
% Virtue wanton words impair, 
And to actions lewd entice.” 


C7 


Tur METAMORPHOSES. 


A Fairey Tarts. 


WHEN elfins on the moonlight mead, 
Full eft beſide the tinkling ſtream, 
Were wont the myſtick dance to lead, 

And gladſome hail the yellow beam, 
'Twas,then, if legends truly tell, 
That this adventure ſtrange befel. 


WH: time the moon her ruddy look 
Had dofft, and ta'en her filver ſheen, 
And-dancing on the glitterand brook 
Her beamy rays were trembling ſeen, 
A youth, deep ſhent with hopeleſs love, 
Did by the dappled ſtreamlet rove. 


May ſeem he wot not where he hied, 
For drooping hung his doleful head, 
His arms were croſe'd, and eft he ſigh'd, 
And thus full eft he mournful aid : 

* Ah bright Egwina ! cruel fair! 


„Why wilt thou leave me to deſpair ?” | 
As 


(00). 
As thus he rov'd, a tinkling ſound 
Awak'd him from his walking dream, 
A dapper train the youth ſurround 
Of tripping fays who haunt the ſtream. 
6 Aread and quick,” the monarch ſaid, 
% Why doſt thou thus our haunts invade ? 


% Know'ſt not that where o'er pebbled beds 
The winding ſtreamlet babbling falls, 
„ What time the moon her luſtre ſheds, 
ba Her train the ſov'ran Ouphant calls 
«© Their nimble ſports around to make ? 
« Why didſt thou then our gambols break? 


But truly ſpeak : for ſhould a lie — 
« A ſingle lie eſcape thy lip, 
« All night ſhalt thou unpitied ſigh, 
« 'Tormented by a nettle whip ; 
&« And prickly thorps, and thiſtles eke, 
«© Thy bed ſhall ſtrew, thy ſlumbers break: 
18 So | Inte 
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« Into thy mouth, what time thou moan'ſt, 
« An ouphe ſhall devil's-dung inſtil; 
« And every time thou loudly groan'ft, 
« The nettle whip ſhall do thee ill; 
« And up thy legs ſhall beetles crawl, 
And evets from the mouldering wall.“ 


| 


« Oh monarch !” ſaid the trembling wight, 
To thee I will the truth declare, 
“Or may each torment on me light 
«© Which elfin magick can prepare, 
* A youth I am, whom pining love 


Did cauſe unweeting thus to rove. 


« Sir Egbert of the green am I, 
© Who efttimes in the liſted fight 
* Was wont the tilting lance to ply, 


And prove in war my mickle might; 
And eft I wont the woods to trace, 


Wich bow in hand the wolf to chace. ; 
- cc My 


its 


| 16 
« My derring-does afar were ſpread —- 
« But ah thoſe deeds are now no more; 23 * 
For love has damp'd my bardyhead : 
I proud Egwina's ſcorn deplore. 
« 'The bright Egwina of the grove 
«© My perſon flouts and flights my love. 


ce Albe the titled dames around 
« Declare how ſoote my ſonnets been 
« Albe *tis by the hamlet own'd— 
4 There's none ſo bounteous on the green; 
« Yet, for my perſon is uncouth, 


„ She lights my love, ſhe ſcorns my truth. 


« Albeit that my ſerving train = 
« Proclaim I bear a gentle mind, 
e Albe't, ere love did mirth reſtrain, 
«© Was none to pleaſaunce more inclin'd ; 
« Yet—for my perſon is uncouth; = 
dhe heeds not that my mind is ſmooth. | 
| « Whit 


That 


C1 
«. What time with ſighs, or trembling tear, 
« Her cruel heart I ſeek to move, 
« With wanton jeſt and bitter jeer, 


Her taunting words my ſhape reprove; 
« And when love's ſofteſt arts I try, 
« She bids me ceaſe to look awry. 


„Then pardon, fays, a hapleſs wight, - 


„Who, all unkenning where he ſtray'd, 
% Bewailing his untoward plight, 


Did thus your ſacred haunts invade: 
“ Nor let a ſlighted lover gain 
The hatred of the ouphant train.“ 


“Ah doff thy fear Sir Egbert ſoon,” 
With ſmiles replied the elfin queen, 
“ For thou ſhalt bleſs the happy moon 
% That lit thee to this fairey ſcene : 
& And ſoon ſhall proud Egwina ſee, 
« Who plainneſs ſcoffs ſhall plainer be. 
Vor. I, H Ef- 
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« Eftſoons ſhall ſhe the haughty fair 
&« With ardent love for Egbert burn: 
As thou do'ſt now, ſhall ſhe deſpair, 
“ Nor ſhall you deign her love return; 
6 For they who mock at others woe, 
« *Tis fit the ſame miſhap ſhould know.” 
Then turning to her ſwifteſt elve, 
She bade him to the night-mare go, 
And prick her from her fenny delve, 
To work on proud Egwina woe; 
And her upon the ſquab fend lay, 
And jerk her there without delay. 


The elve obedient ftretcht bis wing, 
And ſwift to Lincoln's fens arriv'd, 
And marking round a myſtick ring, 
The ground unclos'd, and down he div'd : 
In ſhorter time he there did flit 
Than I have been relating it, 
There 


(8 3 
There firetch'd upon the foggy ſwamp, 
Where toads and evets' crawl around, 
And breathing eft a murky damp, 
The fiend deform'd aſleep he found; 
While Will-o'wiſps, with anticks ſtrange, 
Did round the dungeon trembling range. 


And ever did adown diftill 

| Unwholeſome damps and aguiſh dew, | 

Which numb'd the breaſt with baneful chill, 
And ran the trembling finews thro”, 

Then did the elve the fiend- awake, 

And thus, with oafiſh tare, ſhe ſpake : 


« What would'ft thou, Puck, that I ſhould do? 
4 What is thy queen's ſupreme command ? 

© Who now muſt Mab's refentment rue? 
<« Who let her milk-diſh empty ſtand ? 

« Or who hath hateful hightſhade ſpread 

* Around the place ſhe loves to tread ? 
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« Or hath ſome pair with love obſcene 
* Of late her ſacred haunts defil'd ? 
And muſt I gripe the wanton quean, 
% And ſore appay the loſel vild ? 
«© Or muſt I, from my doltiſh dug 
« Some infant milking him beſlug ?” 


| „Thou muſt with all thy ſwiftneſs move,” 
| Quoth elfin Puck, “ and work thy ſpight 
| 4 On fair Egwina of the grove, 


And bring her to my miſtreſs' ſight; 
&« For ſhe hath done Sir Egbert wrong: 
Then flit away, nor be you long.” +» 


Away they fitted, As they fled, | 
The fiend from cypreſs bruſh'd the dews, 
And chilling drops from willows ſhed, | 
And damps that waſh the baleful yews ; 
And froth of toads, and ſerpents tears 
She gather'd in her ſhaggy ears. 


Then 


Pd 
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Then came they to the fair-one's bed, 
Where they her ſleeping charms ſurvey'd : 
One ſnowy arm beneath her head, 
And one below her paps was laid-:: - 
May ſeem her dreams were ſweet the while, 
For on her face ſhe wore a ſmile. nis wa, 


Then firſt the night-mare o'er her ſhook, , 
Upon her breaſt, the baleful deve, 

And with her hoof her boſom ſtrook, 
That black the fading beauties grew ; 

Then Puck acroſs the goblin threw 

The ſtiffen'd maid, and off they flew. | 


Meanwhile, conducted by the queen, 
Sir Egbert ſought the fairey-hall, 

Where hand lamps with trembling ſheen 
Reflecting 'lumed the cryſtal wall. 

Of ſhells was built the ouphant throne, 

And colour'd glaſs that gaily ſhone. 

H 3 And 
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And ever wich a babbling ſound - | 
A limpid fountain thence did well, 
And pour its mazy ſtreams around, 
And water all the royal cell: 
On this the fays would dance ſo neat, 
And ſcarcely wet their nimble feet. 


And now they circle Egbert round, 

And thrice they drench him in the tide, — 
Which him with ſudden dread aftound— 

And three times thrice they round him glide ; 
And thrice they whirl their ſpells on high; 
Then louting low away they fly. 


All this perform'd, his ſallow face 
Aſſumes the roſes brighteſt glow JR 
His aukward limbs acquire a grace; 
His length'ning locks in ringlets flow: 
He views him on the ftreamlet's brim, 
While manly grace adorns each limb, 
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Ere 1 a foul, deformed maid, 
With viſage thin, and goggling eyes, 
Approach'd him, and his form ſurvey'd 
With mingled rapture and ſurprize : 
She fondly gaz'd, ſhe ſeiz d his hand, 
And woo'd with words and actions bland. 


But he her ſhunn'd with all his might, 
And turn'd with pitying look away. 
Then thus beſpoke a fairey wight : 
« Egwina there thou doſt ſurvey ; 
« Condemn'd for aye to pine and mourn 


« At once her charms and heart forlorn. 


But thou to fair Elgiva turn, 


* Whoſe heart has long been thine alone. 


„How muſt ſhe now with ardour burn, 

** Whoſe gen'rous love before was ſhown ? 
* Thy mind before did her eathral ; 
She now will love thee all in all,” 


: | 1 This 
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This counſel Egbert well obey'd, 

And ſought and won Elgiva's hand; 
Since when, by valley, hill, or ſhade, 
Was none ſo bleſt thro' all the land. 
Reader, may thee ſuch bliſs attend! 

So pleaſe you here my tale I end. 
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PREFATORY ESSAY. 


[TH what kind of a reception the follow- 

ing Poem will meet from the world it is 
not poſſible for me to judge; but I am inclined 
to fear it will never be ſo high in eſtimation as 
I am prompted to wiſh by my zeal for the united 
cauſe of virtue- and beauty; whoſe injuries it 
was intended to prevent, whoſe happineſs to. 
protect, and whoſe wounded peace to reſtore. 
But, whatever be the fate of this child of my 
fancy, I ſhall have one pleaſure which, though 
publick approbation might increaſe, the neglect 
of the world cannot deſtroy. 1 ſhall reflect, 
with ſelf-conſcious ſatisfaction, that I have en- 
deavoured well in a good cauſe. For to endea- 


vour to diſplay the vice of ſeduction in its pro- 
per colours, and hold it forth to univerſal deteſ- 
tation, and at the ſame time to teprobate the too 

| pre- 
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— . of parents towards their un. 

fortunate daughters, were my principal motives for 
writing the following legend: though at the 
ſame time I flatter' myſelf ſome other reflections, 
not unimportant to the cauſe of morality, will 
naturally ariſe from it. Unadorned as the ideas 
may be wherewith my feelings ſupply me on this 
occaſion, I truſt they may make ſome impreſſion 
on the minds of my readers. And ſhould they 
awaken the efforts of perſons whoſe ſuperior abi- 
lities may ſecure them a more general attention, 
J ſhall be happy to find that the cauſe of morality 
has been ultimately benefited by my artleſs 


labours. 
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Is there a man who to a heart which vibrates 
to the tender touches of ſenſibility, adds a mind 
exalted by genius and refined by learning! 
Where could ſuch a man find a ſubje& more: 

worthy of his attention, or more calculated for 
the diſplay of his abilities? For me, the little 
power I poſſeſs I ſhall exert with pleaſure in endea- 
vouring to ſhield thoſe who might be endangered 


from the attacks of ſeduBtion, i and in pleading the 
cauſe 


( is.) 


cauſe of thoſe who have already fallen victims to 
its artifices. The ſeducer I ſhall ever ſeriouſly 
reprobate, and condemn with equal ſeverity pie 
parent who abandons his unfortunate offspring. 
For of all crimes, murder itſelf not excepted, I 
conceive deliberate ſeduction, with an intention 
to deſert, to be one. of the worſt: and at the 
ſame time I muſt declare myſelf of opinion that 
the parent who abandons his ſeduced and deſerted 
child is equally guilty with the ſeducer himſelf. : 
That theſe practices are very common, nothing 
more is neceſſary to prove than to. obſerve the 
number of well educated women who are reduced 
to earn a wretched ſubſiſtence by indiſcriminate 
incontinence. For it is not to be ſuppoſed they 
would, without temptation, leave the halcyon 
path where peace, virtue, and honour reſidè, and 
launch with a willing bark on this dangerous 
ocean, infeſted with want, diſeaſe and ſhame. 
No, deceitful man, with oaths and proteſtations, 


-draws them from the ſhores of innocence, and, 


under pretence of piloting them to the land of 


felicity, plunges them into this ocean of anguiſh 


and diſtreſs: as the cruel Spaniards tempted the 
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unſuſpecting Americans on board their ſhips, 
under pretence of wafting them to the manſions 
of the bleſſed; and, when they had thus tre- 
p#nned them, ſold them for flaves at Hiſpaniola; 
there, inſtead of revelling in delight, to groan 
forth their laſt in miſery, chains and bondage. 
Thus left to the fury of the tempeſt, it is in vain 
that the deluded females attempt to return? for 
their inhuman parents ſhut up the ports of com- 
paſſion, and exclude them for. ever from the 
| ſhores of contrition, and the retreats of peace. 


I believe every one will readily allow that in- 
diſcriminate incontinence has of late years riſen to 
a very alarming head; and that its evil conſe- 
quences are equally numerous, various, and 
ſhocking. Nay, for my own part, I will venture 
to aſſert, that there is no ſpecies of abuſe which 
cries louder for a ſpeedy and effectual prevention. 
But I fear the prevention. of it is not in the 
power of human laws or authority: Surely then 
every one who poſſeſſes the principles of Chriſtian- 
ity, philanthropy, or patriotiſm, will endeavour, 
as much as lays in his power, to curb the growth 

EY | of. 
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of this enormous weed; which, like the deadly 
nightſhade, is not content to ſpread with a luxu- 
riant deformity over the beauteous garden of hu- 
man nature z but wherever it diſplays its baneful 
exuberances, fraught with every contaminating 


| poiſon, choaks the fair flowers of blooming vir- 


tue, and annihilates every ſeed of probity, truth, 
and ſenſibility. Health it devours, reputation it 
deſtroys, and it blaſts morality and decency. By 
preventing population, it ſaps the conftitution of 
its very vigour, ſtrength, and activity. And 
when 1 take a nocturnal ſurvey of this metropolis, 
and ſee it illuminated and gaudy with brothels 
and proſtituted wretches, tricked and fangled with 
the glaring trappings, and tinſe] ornaments -of 
perdition ;—ornaments which are purchaſed by 
the commiſſion of every ſhameful and abandoned 
vice ; by the loſs of health and happineſs, body 
and ſou] I cannot but' compare it to an an- 
tient foreſt ; which, covered in the winter by the 
mantling fibres of the wanton ivy, is blaſted and 
deftroyed by its own luxuriant and untimely ver- 


3 Nothing 
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Nothing ſo ſtrongly awakens in my mind the 
united feelings of grief and horror as a contem. 
plation of the fate of theſe unhappy wretches, 1 
rather conſider them as wrecked on the ſhores of 
vice by faithleſs pilots, than ſteered thither by 
their own inclinations. And had fortune ſhow- 
ered her favours on my head, there is no kind of 
wretchedneſs I ſhould ſo much endeavour to 
relieve, as this of which I am now ſpeaking, 
For of all the children of misfortune, doomed 
in this world to drink of the bitter cup of afflic- 
tion, there are, perhaps, none the peculiar hard- 
ſhips, and unmerited cruelty of whoſe ſituations, 
give them ſo large a claim upon our compaſſion 
as theſe deluded fair-ones. They are indeed mot 
| wretched, Having been tempted, by the ſoft and 
inſinuating gales of love and flattery, to quit the 
bowers of peace, and launch on the troubled 
ocean of deſire in queſt of felicity, their trea- - 
cherous pilots have wrecked them on the rocks 
of deſtruction, and overwhelmed them in the 
quickſands of ſhame and perdition, And yet [ 
believe there-are none who enjoy 10 little commi- 
ſeration ; or the horrors of whoſe fate ſo ſeldom 
| awaken 


* 
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awaken the tender emotions of pity in our hearts. 
The rigid puritan, whoſe torpid conſtitution pre- 
vents her from falling a victim to a paſſion, too 
warm, and too tender for her conceptions, loads 
them with invectives. The happier fair-ones, the 
unamiableneſs of whoſe qualifications, the ele- 


vation of whoſe fortunes, or the kindneſs of whoſe 


ſtars have preſerved them from the like tempta- 
tions—and above all, the fortunate frail one 
whoſe impurity has never been expoſed to the 


fatal eye of detection, take an inhuman pride in 


reprobating theſe deluded daughters of deſpair 
and vainly think to build trophies to their own 
honour, by plunging their unfortunate ſiſters 
down the precipices of temporal and eternal ruin. 
And even that very ſex to whom they owe their 
deſtruction, with remorſeleſs cruelty, inflict the 
poor wretches with every unmanly ſpecies of bar- 

barity. In vain the abandoned mourner ſtretches 

forth her ſupplicating hands ! in vain her prefling 

wants call loudly for relief! nor can her agonies 
awake our pity, Famine is thought worthy of no 


alleviation when it inflicts her; and diſeaſe, though 


in its moſt horrid ſhape, calls not the tear of 
N f $2 | com- 
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compaſſion into our eyes when it prey 1 
her vitals. 4 | 


If there is a ſeaſon when I am inclined to 
murmur at fortune for having averted. from me 
the ſunſhine of her countenance, it is when 
reflections of this nature diſturb my mind, I 
then cannot but lament, that I am curſt to pity 


where I cannot relieve, This is perhaps, of all 


diſtreſſes, the keeneſt which a boſom, not con- 
ſcious of any atrocious crime, can poſſibly expe- 


rience. 


As it was not in my power to relieve ſuch 3 
were, already, reduced to miſery and ſhame, I 
reſolved to exert all the little ability I was maſter 
of to preſerve others from falling into the ſame 
hapleſs ſituation. With this deſign the following 
tale was written, I have endeavoured, in the 
firſt place, to paint the diſtracting agonies which 
muſt rend the ſeducer's mind when reflection, 
which cannot ſleep for ever, ſhall place in a pro- 
per light the unparalleled barbarity of a deliberate 


ſedu ction; and the horror and remorſe which 
| "mult 


wretch down the precipice of vice: 


muſt naturally be produced by a cataſtrophe 'far 
leſs dreadful, when properly conſidered, than what | 
is generally the fate of_the deſerted fair-one. In 
the next place, I have endeavdured to convince 
the fair, that neither virtue nor prudence can at 
all times ſecure the tender and affectionate ob- 
ject of the ſeducer's artifices. They will I think 
be convinced by this tale, that there may be 


| ſome ſituations, and ſome ſeaſons, even in the | 


moſt chaſte and prudent life, when an artful, ac- 
compliſhed, and inſinuating villain, conſcious of 
having gained the affection of the unſuſpecting 
female, may, while caution. is laid aſleep, find 
means to triumph over the unguarded heart. This 
conſideration, I hope, will induce the happy f fait- 
one, whoſe foot never deviated from the line of 
chaſtity, to treat the deluded unfortunate with | 
leſs ſeverity. And I am convinced the contempt 
and reproaches, with which one falſe -ſtep is al- 
ways attended, frequently prevents a return to 
virtue: and the conviction that reputation and 
reſpect are for ever loſt, drives the diſtracted 
a precipice 
which has been often painted as gay and ſmiling; 
but 


( 
but which is, in this reſpect, no leſs dreary to the 
view and painful to the ſtep than fatal in its ten. 
dency. But above all it was my wiſh properly 


to repreſent the unnatural, and ridiculous barba- 


rity, too common in parents, of abandoning their 
daughters to miſery and want at a time when 
they moſt need the foſtering aid of parental af- 
fetion ; and expoling them to all the ſnares and 
temptations of vice, becauſe they have been un- 
fortunate, or at worſt imprudent : for there are, l 
believe, few or no caſes in which the firſt depar- 
ture from chaſtity ought to be attributed to le- 
vity, wantonneſs, or immorality. Nay, and even 
if this were the caſe, it is the part of a parent; 
to uſe every means to reclaim the offender, and 
bring back the wanderer to the forſaken path of 
honour and virtue, How unparent-like—how un- 
chriſtian- like is it to puniſh the firſt offence with 


| implacable reſentment, bar the doors of repent- 


ance, and precipitate the offender into the deep- 
eſt abyſs of guilt. | 
Among the various productions which have 
been written on the ſubjects of ſeduction and 
| proſti- 
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ie proſtitution, I do not remember to have met 
. with any in which this unnatural conduct of the 
y parent has been ſufficient)y reprobated. Yet if 
„ve conſider the temptations and motives by which 
ir WW both are ſtimulated, we ſhall perhaps be inclined . 
n to think the conduct of the father worſe than that 
f. of the ſeducer: as the love of pleaſure is more 


erxcuſable than the thirſt of revenge; and the in- 
1- dulgence of a haughty rage leſs pardonable than 
Ide gratification of the emotions of deſire. Be- 
r. fides, that violent paſſions, and want of proper 
be refleRtion are leſs. tolerable in age than in youth: 
en On the other hand, if we conſider the means 
t; made uſe of, and the aggravations attending the 
d 
of 


perpetration of their different crimes, I believe 

the ſeducer muſt be conſidered as moſt guilty. 
12 Thus, the ſeducer ruins the fair under the hypo- 
h critical maſk of affection ; the parent. completes 
i- ber ruin confeſſedly through reſentment. The 
p- father acts haſtily, through the inſtantaneous dic- 
tates of rage; the ſeducer with premeditated de- 
liberation. The lover, by deſerting the woman 
whoſe generous affection threw her into his power, 
adds the blackeſt 3 to his other vices; 

which 


who, from innocence and reſpectability, perhap 


imagination, while modeſt beauty bluſhes on he 
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which cannct be ſaid of the father: the ties d 
gratitude naturally laying on the other fide, 


Theſe, and ſome other refletions on the 
crime and conſequences of deliberate ſeduQian, 
will I think juſtify me- in declaring it to he 
worſe than murder. And this will perhaps very 


plainly appear if we conſider it under the thre: 


following heads: With regard to the injured fe- 
male; with regard to her family; and with re. 
gard to the community, 


Let us then, in the firſt place, conſider the 
heinouſneſs of the crime, as, in its conſequences, 
it affects the poor abandoned and deſerted female, 


from affluence, is reduced to beggary, contempt 
and vice, by a diflimulating villain, under the 


maſk of the warmeſt affection and moſt generous 


intentions. 


Survey then the unhappy object of the & 
ducer's artifices in the different ſtages of be 
life. Picture her, my gentle reader, firſt to yout 


- cheek; 
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cheek ; while ſenſibility informs her eye; and 
ſpotleſs virtue every thought pervades. See on 
her ſhoulder hangs the loving ſiſter ;| while the 
hoary matron, ſitting near, beholds her with the 
fond exultations of maternal pride ; and the doat- 
ing father, almoſt doubled with age and infirmity, 
lifts up his feeble eyes, ſparkling, and reinvigor- 
ated with every tranſport, to view the beauteoug 
prop of his declining years. Ah! little dreams 
he that a treacherous lover, with tears and plaint- 
ive accents awakening her compaſſion, ſhall draw 
her from his hoary fide; and having thus, like the 
difimulatingcrocodile, with acted anguiſh, brouglit 
the lovely child of tenderneſs and ſenſibility into 
his power, ſhall, with devouring cruelty, tear 
from her heart peace, innocence, honour, and fe- 
lieity. 


Behold her now, ſtript of the brighteſt jewel 
of her dower, wandering about a wretched out- 
caſt from the paternal hearth, once ſeat of every 
joy ; abandoned by her friends, and by the world 
geſpiſed. The ruffian blaſt, to which her tender 
form was never before expoſed, now aſſaults her 
with its bittereſt violence, Hunger and want, 

2" before 


/ 
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ger ? — Think you ſee this poor wretch! cloaking 


horrors of her fate. Think alſo that all her al 
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before unknown to her, approach her with ex. 
tended jaws; till diſtreſs obliges her to yield her 
loathing charms-to the embraces of indiſcriminate 
incontinence, for the ſake of a ſcanty and un- 
comfortable ſubſiſtence—a ſubliftence it is likely 
ſhe will not long want: for, alas! diſeaſe and 
anguiſh muſt ſoon put a prone to 'her wretched 


_ exiſtence, 


Muſt not imagination ſicken at the reflection 
of her altered ſtate, when we picture to ourſelyes 
the unhappy object, a prey to torture, want, and 
anguiſh, forcing an affected ſmile upon a fag | 
where famine and diſeaſe have fixed their callou Wi 
marks, where miſery has deeply engraven be 
name, and where the hand of art in vain endez- 
vours to ape the fluſh of health, and cover the 
defects occaſioned by grief and unſatisfied hun- 


the anguiſh of her heart, and making a fruitlels 
endeavour to produce ſome ſmall ſhare of vivacity 
into her eyes, which are deadened and ſunk by the 


feed blandiſhments are perhaps returned by tht 
Ss | * 
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barbarous buffetings of iron-hearted bullies, or 
the ſportive ferocity of ſome drunken rake, who, 
to ſhew his valour, or crown with a frolic the 
debauch of the night, ſpurns with his brutal heel 
the unhappy wretch, whom perhaps one of his 
own profligate companions, with the aſſiſtance pf 
his counſel and inſtructions, reduced to her pre- 
ſent ſituation, from a ftate of competence, ho- 
nour, and felicity. | "It 

What heart ſo hard, that it does not bleed; 
what eye ſo deſtitute of tenderneſs, that it does 
not drop a tear at this melancholy picture! Where 
is now the ſiſter, that uſed to hang ſo fondly 
round her graceful neck ? Alas ! that ſiſter now, 
with ſcorn, abhorrence, and reproach, diſowns 
the adopted child of miſery; and ſhould ſhe ſup- 
plicate the ſmalleſt alleviation for her preſſing 
wants, would ſpurn her with an inſolent indigna- 
tion, inſpired by a ſuperiority of virtue, from the 
fraternal door : though perhaps that boaſted ſupe- 
riority is but the conſequence of adventitious cir- 
cumſtances. Where is now the doating father, 
and exulting mother ? Perhaps, the day that gave 

Vor. I. EN to 
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to ſhame the blooming daughter's charms, ſent 
the broken-hearted parents to a timeleſs grave, 


Language would fail ere I could recite all the 
tortures of the unhappy wretches. I will not 
therefore attempt to paint what they muſt ſuffer 
from the extortions of infamous bawds ; the mer- 
cenary brutality of unfeeling conſtables and watch- 
men, or of thoſe venal ſtains to humanity, trading 
juſtices, I will not bring to your view the ftray 
bed, with ſcarce à rug to cover it; the roofleſ 
garret, or the bridewell laſh, Neither will l 
harrow up your feelings by a deſcription of the 
laſt excruciating pangs of triumphant diſeaſe ; 


nor rack your imaginations on the torturing 
wheel of unavailing ſenſibility, by delineating the 
death - bed pangs of want; or, what is ſtill work, 
the expiring tortures of a poor wretch, without 
a bed to lie on, groaning forth her laft upon: 
bulk, or meeting her diſſolution, amidſt the how. 
ing inclemencies of a winter's night, on the mat- 
ble ſteps of her ſeducer's door. 


Near her betrayer's door ſhe lays her head. 
"1 GoLlDp8MITH, 


Thus 


nt 
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Thus we ſee, the ſeducer is in fact a mur- 
derer, — the worſt of murderers, an aſſaſſin; a 
mean aſſaſſin, whoſe abominable artifices mingle 
poiſon in the tempting cup of pleaſure, to deſtroy 
the deluded wretch by ſlow degrees, but with ex- 
ceſſive tortures. And, more to aggravate the 
crime, let us conſider whoſe hand adminiſters the 
fatal cup. Is the deſtroyer an avowed and in- 
juired enemy? No: but one whoſe ſpecious wiles, 
whoſe perjuries, and pretended affection, drew 
into his power a poor, generous, and unſuſpecting 
woman, whoſe only faults were pity and gratitude, 
whoſe only folly having a better opinion of him 
than he deſerved ; and whoſe laſt pangs are ren- 
dered doubly ſevere by the recollection of his in- 
gratitude, whom, ſpite of his cruelty, ſhe till 
adores.— Called J him an aſſaſſin? Alas! alas! 
how feeble is the deſcription? Nor earth, nor 
hell can find a term ſufficiently expreſſive to be- 


| ſpeak his guilt, - To the blackeſt crime for which 


man has found a name, he adds the infernal guilt 
of the prince of fiends : aſſaſſins are content to 
deſtroy the body; devils wiſh but to deſtroy the 

K 2 ſoul; 
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ſoul ; but he ſurpaſſes both, and at once murders 
the one, and damns the other. 


In the next place, let) us conſider the miſery 
and ſhame ſeduQion brings on the family of the 


unfortunate girl. 


Think of the unhappy father, whoſe grey hairs 
lately commanded ' reverence and reſpect, but 
which now, rent by his own feeble hands, partly 
ſhade his hoary face, deformed by anguiſh, ſtained 
with tears, and covered with the burning bluſh 
of ſhame,—a bluſh which his own unblemiſhed 
life had hitherto kept a ſtranger to his cheek, 
Perhaps, he goes down untimely to the grave, 
broken-hearted, or deſtroyed by his own frantic 
hand : or, driven by deſpair to madneſs, chained 
to the floor of a bedlam, breathes forth his diſ- 
tracted ſoul in howlings unintelligible, and un- 
meaning execrations. The mother too, the ve- 
nerable partner of his faithful bed, in all the fran- 
tic agonies of grief, execrates the fatal hour ſhe 


gave birth to a wretch, born to be the diſgrace 
of 


SE = 


of her family. The reſt of her tender relatives, 
thinking themſelves diſhonoured by her fall, de- 
plore the event in all the wild exceſſes of anguiſh 
and confuſion. Had ſhe fallen at once beneath a 
murderer's hand, the praiſe of her virtues, the 
eſteem and commiſeration of affectionate friends, 
had conſoled them for her loſs. But where, alas 
where muſt they now ſeek for comfort or conſo- 
lation ? The pitying friend recalls' the bluſh of 
ſhame, and the face of every acquaintance renews 
their anguiſh, The gariſh eye of day awakens 
them to reflect with ſhame on their diſhonoured 
houſe ; and the ſilence of night, and once ſoft 
embraces of repoſe, only return to give fancy an 
opportunity of aggravating, with viſionary _—_y 


their real miſeries, 


Thus I think I may venture to pronounce the 


vice of ſeduCtion, in this reſpect alſo, gz 


in turpitude to that of murder. 


But if the injuries and miſeries of individuals 
are not ſufficient to convince us of the unparral- 
lelled enormity of this vice, let us take a ſhort 

K 3 ſurvey 


* 
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ſurvey of the public calamities it occaſions, He 
who commits a murder robs his country of 2 
ſubject, and there the evil, with regard to the 
community, ends, —unleſs indeed it be ſaid that 
the loſs of his own life is another evil, which 
does not deſerve refutation. But he who ſeduces 
a woman, and abandons her, promotes an evil 
which has no end; for, as the parents generally 
by their conduct complete the ruin which the 
ſeducer thus begins, the women thus abandoned 
contribute to the corruption of the riſing genera- 
tion, Neceſſity obliges them to ſpread the lures 
of vice for the unwary hearts of thoughtleſs youths, 
By the faſcination of their proffered charms, they 
debauch the young heart; corrupt the manners 
by their indecencies; deſtroy the morals by their 
impieties; and vitiate the taſte by continual va- 
riety. Can we be ſurprized that men thus cor- 
rupted, either totally neglect the matrimonial en- 
pagement, or, what. is ſtill worſe, enter into it 
without any intention of revering its ſacred Jaws. 
Scorning the reſtraint of a ſingle object, and fa- 
tiated with the enjoyment of hacknied beauties, 
they themſelves eſſay the arts of ſeduQion in their 


turn; 
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tun; and the ſiſters, the daughters, and the 


wives of their - beſt friends, are frequently the 


victims of their unruly paſſions. - Thus, as the 
cauſes produce the effects, the effects multiply the 
cauſes, and the cauſes the effects again, and ſo 
on in an endleſs ſucceſſion; nor, if it is thus left 
unregarded and unreſtrained, can any end be 
hoped to the increaſe of this vice, till debility 
cloſes at once the ſcenes of debauchery and po- 


pulation. 


This is indeed à diſmal, but it is alſo too 
faithful a repreſentation of the fatal conſequences 
of ſeduction, as the effects of it operate upon the 
higher and middle orders of the community. To 
learn the effects of it among the lower ranks of 
the people, conſult the Newgate calendar; think 
of the alarming frequency of public executions, 
which diſgrace this metropolis, and caſt a kind of 
gloomy cloud over the reign of an indulgent mo- 


narch, whoſe love of mercy has long ſhone ſuperior 


among his innumerable virtues, 


„Like radiant Heſper o'er the gems of night.“ 
* Vide Pope's Homer's Odyſſey. 
Behold 


— 
- 


( 104 ) 


Behold the crouded gaols, the full crammed ho. 
pitals, the groaning gibbet, the ſtreets lined with 
beggary. and decrepitude, the tranſport fraught 
with deſperadoes, who, having forfeited by their 
infamous actions all claim to the comforts and 
protection of civilized ſociety, are now going to 
tame a ſavage ſoil, and dig their ſuſtenance from 
the bowels of that earth, which the ſpade neyer 
yet wounded, or the plough laid open. Theſe 
will diſcover, better than my feeble efforts can, 
the dreadful havocks of proſtitution, that hydra. 
headed offspring of female ſeduction. 


In ſhort, this is the vice which, in my humble 
opinion, above all others, by its cruelty, injures 
innocent individuals; and, by its fatal influence, 
corrupts morality, poiſons domeſtic happineſs, and 
involves the ſtate in innumerable calamities, * 


* 


Theſe conſiderations appear to me ſufficient to juſ- 
tify my opinion, that whether ſeduction is conſidet- 
ed as an injury to an individual, a family calami- 
ty, or a public miſchief, it is every way worſe than 

even 


( 05 
fe WM even murder itſelf. . What opinion then are we to 
th BW formof the man who coolly and deliberately plunges 
bt into this vice? What opinion are we to form of 
ir bim? Why, that he would cut throats, ſtab his 
id brother while aſleep, hide his murdering poignard 
to in the heart of his beſt friend, if he did not dread 
m che chaſtiſement of the executioner, or the con- 
er demnation of the world. Let then the accom- 
le WM pliſhed villains who perpetrate ſuch diabolical 
actions, no more be careſſed and honoured with 
the glittering appellations of * men of ſpirit and 
“ gallantry.“ Let every man of true virtue and 
ſenſibility unite in the cauſe of beauty, of inno- 
eence, and of humanity ; and, if a cauſe ſtill 


res Bl ſtronger can be named, in the cauſe of his coun- 
ce, Wy, to drive theſe villains from ſociety, and ba- 
nd WF niſh them from the pale of humanity. Let them 


fly to the deſerts, and ſeek for diſpoſitions conge- 
genial to their own; range with the cruel hyæna, 
*& lurk with the ſcoundrel fox, and grunt with 
"* glutton ſwine,” But even theſe animals a e com- 
paſlionate, honeſt and generous, when compared 


with them, 
* Beattie, 
| But 
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But to return to the Poem. The plan upon 
which it was formed, or rather the morals it was 
intended to inculcate, having rendered it my fi- 
vourite, I have endeavoured more to make it 
worthy the attention of the public, and haye 
| beſtowed more corrections on it than on any other 
production of my unſkilful pen. And: though [ 
had great reaſon to diſapprove of the execution 
when I had nearly finiſhed it, yet, unwilling to 
relinquiſh my deſign, I ſpared neither time nor 
toil for its improvement. Corrections and alter- 
ations out of number have repeatedly been made, 
and in many places it has now quite a new appear- 
ance, But 1 fear, at laſt, it will be found with 
the ſcenes of invention, as with rural proſpect. 
Thoſe ſcenes will ever delight moſt which are the 
leaſt laboured, and where the hand of toil hs 
been rather uſed to curb the exuberances of at 
over- rich ſoil, too much prone to the wildnes 
of extravagance, than where induſtry has been 
employed to furniſh exotics, or art to alter tht 
original face of the landſcape. I will freely con- 
feſs I have more apprehenſians about the fate « 


this offspring of my imagination than of an 
othet 


ther 


e 


other that appears in this volume. Not that 1 
latter myſelf I can diſcover any merit in the 


reſt which ought to inſpire me with confidence; 
but becauſe I fear the defects in this ſhould be 


more conſpicuous, When I am inclined to flat- 


ter myſelf into a good opinion of this tale, I ſug» 
geſt that the fears and anxieties of a tender parent 
for the proſperity of a beloved offspring always 
increaſe in proportion with the degree of affection 
with which he regards it; and that the trembling 
ſolicitudes perpetually attendant on an exceſs of 
fondneſs will paint a thouſand dangers, and con- 
ceive a thouſand difficulties to bar the Progreſs 
of a favourite child, which would either never 
be thought of, or conſidered as trifles, with regard 
to thoſe who enjoy a ſmaller degree of the pa- 
rental affection; though they may perhaps be 
leſs qualified to ſtem the torrent of oppoſition, 
bear up againft the ſtorms of misfortune, or brave 
the louring clouds of public diſapprobation. But 
notwithſtanding all this, I cannot help thinking 
that my fears, with regard to this tale, have really 


as much foundation in its inferiority, as in the 


partiality of my wiſhes in its favour, Such how- 
ever 


| 
| 
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— 


ever as it is, I ſubmit it to the candour of my 
readers, hoping the goodneſs of my intention will 
be admitted as an excaſe for its imperfections. 
And if the SEDUCER ſhould in the ſmalleſt degree 
benefit the cauſe of Morality, I will not quarrel 
with it for not procuring me any ann. 
towards the 1 of ern 
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Can THE FIRST. 


EDUCTION's baſe, inſinuating wiles, 
The bitter anguiſh of the injur'd fair, 


v 


is guilt who quits the fair-one he beguiles, 

And his (the fire's) who leaves her to deſpair, . 
ith all their ſad effects, I fain would fing : 

(ſift ye nymphs of the Pierian ſpring ! 


ut chiefly thou“ who ſcorn'ſt to waſte thy hours 
With ſport and revel in ſoft pleaſure's train ; 

lightſt the deep bowl, and paſtime's jocund bow'rs, 

Where banquets gay the ſocial tribe detain; 

dcck'ſt the dejected, friendleſs, and oppreſt, 


ind with thy dreams becalm'ſt the troubled breaft, - 
. 
Vol. I. L Oh! 


(ne 


Oh plaintive virgin ! to the call appear 


Of one the meaneſt of the tuneful throng, 
To whom the fair and ſacred muſe are dear; 

Who ſcorns or ſacred muſe or fair to wrong ; 
Whoſe moral ſtrain, tho? void of graceful art, 
Shall ſtill eſſay to mend the human heart. 


Ah me! I grieve my pow'r ſo ſmall to find 

I grieve to think no claflic lore improy'd, 
No timely learning cultur'd in my mind 
The ray of ſcience I ſo fondly lov'd ! 
Vet, tho? no claflic elegance adorn, 


Let none my well meant ſtory treat with ſcorn, 


*Tis not a tale of modern days I ng: 
The muſe ſhall here exert her magick pow'r, 
And forth to view a ſad adventure bring 
Which long oblivion labour'd to devour, 
Yet Saxon legends may to ſcorn diſplay 
A vice too common in the preſent day. 


( 


Gay, fad inſpirer of my mournful theme |— 


Reſt thy low fingers from the weeping lyre, 
Ind ſay, what waken'd Damon from his dream 
Of thoughtleſs joy? Then to thy ſolemn wire 


P # 
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y voice I'll tune, and as the numbers flow 
Exch ſympathetic breaſt ſhall melt with woe. 


For cheerleſs thrice had hoary winter frown'd, 
And thrice had ſpring her boſom'd ſweets diſplay'd, 
uud autumn thrice had been with fruitage crown'd, 
And ſummers three in waving gold array'd, 

ince to his arts Amanda fell a prey: 

or had reflection croſt his heedleſs way. 


y then how conſcience woke ?—The jolly ſpring 
Now ſmiles benevolent of breathing ſweets; 
arbles each tuneful vagrant of the wing; 

The foliage thickens in the green , retreats ; 
ay Flora ſprinkles ev'ry verdant mead, 

ind ſportive lambs in fertile paſtures feed. 


5% L 2 Lur'd 
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Lur'd by the beauteous ſeaſon of the year, 
To far Northumbria Damon bends his way, 
With young Paſtorus, friendly and ſincere, 
Of blameleſs morals, as of manners gay; 


Virtue and ſenſe inſpir'd his manly breaſt, 
The Graces poliſh'd, and the Muſes bleſt, 


And now it chanc'd, what time the ſportive ſun 
To wed the roſy-boſom'd June awoke— 
From whoſe bleſt influence, when the world begun, 
The twins * had birth, while forth the vio 
| [ broke, 

The odorous hyacinth o'erſpread the ground, 
And each ſweet flow'r luxuriant ſmil'd around, 


| Now to the ſkies preferr'd, thoſe twins adorn 
With cluſt'ring ſtars the azure vault above. 
To a thick wood arriv'd, that ſignal morn, 
The road they quit, thro? many a wild path row, 
In converſe bland, till they a thicket gain : 
Here a ſmall ſtile obſtructs a verdant lane. 


* That ſign of the zodiac through which the ſun paſſes in the moni 
of June, | | 


A wi 
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A willow parted, by decaying eld, 
Juſt thro' the ſapleſs centre, form'd the ſtile 
With pliant ozier twigs a-crofs impell'd ; 
Struck with the ſcene, they wond'ring gaz d a while; 
For ſome faint ſigns of culture here were found, 
Far different from the ſavage ſcenes around. 
Their ſteeds they left, to rove, on foot along 
un, The pleaſing walk, and to a bow'r arriv'd, 
ia The fav'rite roof of ev'ry bird of ſong, 


; | 
J Where each gay-flow'ring ſhrub luxuriant thriv'd : 


From hence the various proſpect open'd round. 
For high the bow'r was built on riſing ground. 


The flow'rs ſo freſh, which trembling in the wind, 
Shook on the mantled earth their balmy dews, | 
"i Piftorus of a faded bloom remind, 
(Loſt were its honied breath, and gloſly hues) 
Which at his boſom hung ; whereon the ſwain, 
With prompt reflection, breaths this moral ſtrain: 
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<< IIl-fated flow'r ! how are thy ſweets decay'd ? 
«© Where is each charm that pleas'd my raviſh'd ſight? 
Where is the bluſh thy modeſt cheek diſplay'd ? 
*© Where the freſh odour that could once delight! 
No more you boaſt or breath, or colours gay 
Then thus I caſt thy worthleſs form away. 


Vet ſcarce two ſuns have cheer'd this laughing bow'r, 
« Where frolics Flora in luxuriant hues, 

% And once Lucina, ſolemn, plaintive pow'r { 
Has ſpangl'd with her beam the yeliow dews, 

Since, tempted by thy charms, with eager haſte 


That form I pluckt, and in my boſom plac'd : 


*« 'The guardian briars that circled thee around © 
Not long the ardour of my wiſh reſtrain'd ; 
«© Thy beauties fir'd ; the difficulties found, 
J ſoon ſurmounted, and the prize obtain'd. 
«© Yet I who caus'd thy ruin, now, with ſcorn, 
e Caſt thee to earth, unpity'd; and forlorn 
With 


* 
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With tearful look, then on the earth he threw 
The wither'd flow'r that ſick*ned at his breaſt, 
While Damon's eyes the trembling tears bedew ; 
And ſcarce the groan of anguiſh he ſuppreſt— 
Nor long ſuppreſt: for memory conſcience woke, 
And thus, with ſtifled ſobs, he ſilence broke. 


« Alas, Amanda ! this poor bloſſom brings 

All thy ſad ſtory to my tortur'd mind. 
« Oh, grief of heart ! the keen remembrance wrings 
« My faithleſs ſoul, too long to juſtice blind, 
For yours ſurpaſt this flow'ret's freſheſt pride, s 
Till cruel I each bluſhing ſweet deſtroy'd. . 


Had Heav'n endow'd thee with a vulgar frame, 
Had ſprightly wit ne'er ſparkled in thy eyes, 
Thou had'ſt not known the pangs of grief and ſhame, 
Nor been the victim of my artful ſighs : 
Ine'er ſo much had labour'd to betray, 
Nor ſcornful caſt thy rifled form away. 
„ What 


( v3 
„What guards could virtue ts or prudence frame, 
«© That did not circle ſweet Amanda round? 

«© What time, what ſubtil projets did it claim, 

« Exe a fit ſcheme for my deſign I found? 
<« But ab ! what human pow'rs can equal prove 
« To ba art, hypocriſy, and love? . 


x 
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« With honeſt ſeeming and pretended truth, 
 «Withev'ry guile Ieloath'd my treach · rous ſcheme: 
< I gain'd the faith of her incautious youth 
« With proteſtations of a chaſte eſteem ; 
c Andev'ry ſoft inſinuation tried 
«© To make her think I woo'd her for my bride. 


4 When now my ſighs had warm'd her virgin heart, 
„ FTo all my vows ſhe lent a willing ear; 
When now the pearly drops I ſhed with art 
„ Call'd in her eyes the undiſſembled tear; 
« And now, whene'er her hand I ardent preſt, 
„Love ting'd ber cheek, andfwell'd her panting break 
| « When 
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« When now, if chanc'd I met her con ſcious eyes 
The downcaſt look of baſhfulneſs reveal'd 

« That tender wiſhes in her-boſom riſe, - 
« Which love inſpir'd, but virgin ſhame conceal'd. 

e « I ſeiz d. the time (induſtrious to betray) 

« And, weeping, begg'd my fortune ſhe'd diſplay : 


« If yet my ardent. paſſion might preſume 
© To hope from lov'd Amanda ſome return, 
« Or black deſpair's all comfort-killing gloom, | 
e Decreed my aſhes to a timeleſs urn? 
« With well diſembl'd tears, and many a ſigh, 
«* I urg'd the fair-one for a kind reply. 


« Why ſhould I tell what tender arts I us'd, 
e And how unſelfiſh] profeſs'd my flame? 
© How many fraudful vows her faith abus'd ? 
* Atteſting ev'ry ſacred pow'r by name, 
To her alone, I ſaid, my heart applied; 
al; © On her free choice alone my peace relied. 


E 
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« Her fire, 1 faid, by int reſt might be ſway'd, 
And by my fortune's dazzling ſplendour lut'd, 
64 Apainſt her will, to force my lovely maid : 
„But, ah I ſcorn'd poſſeſſions thus procur d. 
4 I ſwore, I would not give Amanda pain, 
te For all the bliſſes which immortals gain.“ 


& For this, I vow'd, and for no other cauſe, 
« I hid my paſſion from her prudent ſire. 
I curs'd the wretch who, trampling nature's laws, 
% Would glut with beauty's grief his own deſite. 
«© Let none, I ſaid, who could fo ſelfiſh prove, 
% Preſume to call their ſordid paſſion love. 


1 Can words deſcribe the lovely bluſhing maid,— 

The erimſon fluſh which o'er her beauties came! 
„The humid ſplendor in her eyes diſplay'd, 

„ The heaving boſom, and the trembling frame, 

© The interrupted ſigh, the murmur weak, 


Which faulter'd on her tongue when ſhe eſſay d to 
* ſpeak | 
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« The op'ning roſe, when fanning zephyrs play 
a, « Ere yet Aurora's pearly drops are dried) 
« Among the leaves, and wake the ſanguine ray : 


« Thus glows, thus ſwells, thus breathes in all 
* its pride. 


“And did I, oh inhuman ſpoiler ! dare 
« To blaſt this bloom, ſo bright, ſoſweet, ſo fair?“ 


Then with 2 groan, with looks diftraught and wild, 
On earth he fell, and tore his graceful hair: 

He curs'd each charm by which his arts beguil'd, 
His manly beauty, and his form ſo fair ;--- 

But moſt he curs'd his ſoft perſuaſive tongue, | 

Its pow'rs perverted, and its ſyren ſong. | 


— 
63 ö 


e 
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H conſcience ! conſcience bitter is his lot 
Who ſpurns for purpos'd bliſs thy guiding lor: 
Wretched are they who, heav'n' 5 high will forgot, 
In chace of j joy the realms of vice explore; 1 
For thou, oh conſcience with thy ſmarting goad, 
Wilt meet and check them, on the flow” ry road, 


— 


And ſee where Demon, whoſe enraptur'd heart 
Could once receive from nature's ſmiling face 
Sincereſt joy, and, with enthuſiaſt art, 
In all its hues the various landſcape trace, 


Inſenſate now he lays abſorpt in woe, 


Nor ſees bright Phoebus in the orient glow. 


The 


re: 
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The breezy fragrance of the new-born day, 
The honied gale freſh ſcented in the bow'r, 

The bird ſoft warbling on the bloomy ſpray, 
The air made vocal by the ſky-lark's pow'r, 

The ruſtic labours of the diſtant hind, 

Tending his flock, or o'er the plough reclin'd ; 


Th' embroider'd valley ſpangled o'er with dew, 
The humid pearls ſoft dripping from the thorn, 


Heav'n's cloudleſs vault, which glow'd in brighteſt _ 
| [blue, 


Gay by the foreſt's edge the bounding fawn, 
Who in the ſtream appeas'd his heated blood; 


The ſtream whoſe murmuring tide meandering flow'd ; 


The pale Narciſſus bending o'er its fide, 8 
The various flow'rets, and the moſſy bank; 

The ſnow - plum d cignets, with majeſtic pride, 
New-wak'd, forth iſſuing from the oziers dank ; 
The brambled walk that parts the woodland ſhade, 
The humble cottage in the ſmiling glade ; | 

Vol. I. . 
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- The lofty mountain crown'd with lately oak, 
The rocky ſummit, from whoſe rugged brow 
Jumps the ſurge rough, with courſe delay 'd, and broke, 
Hoarſe roars, and foams in eddies rude below: 
All, all theſe beauties Damon once could prize, 
Now unregarded court his ſtreaming eyes. 


The fragrant bow'r, beneath whoſe ſhade he lay, 
Where roſes wild, and ſmiling jeſſamine, 
In blooms luxuriant, twiſt the wanton ſ pray, 
And o'er the hazle climbs the eglantine ; 
Where cowſlips, violets, harebells, breathe around, 
And blue-flow'r'd alehoof mantles o'er the ground. 


No charm had theſe to flop the painful ſigh, 
Or in his breaft appeaſe the rankling wound: 
Ah what avails it to the jaundic'd eye, 
Tho? thouſand rainbows circle it around ? 
When thro” each vein fierce hydrophobia ſtrays, 
What boots the purling ſtream that round us plays? 
Mean 
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Mean while within Paſtorus' blameleſs breaft 
Contending paſſions waged a painful war ; | 
ole, Keen ſenſibility his voice ſuppreſt; | 
Nor knew he moſt to comfort or abhor : 
Now pity ſighs, now indignation frowns, 
Horror now wakes, and all his boſom owns. 


At length, upſtarting, frantic, from the ground, 
The ſad repentant, with a trembling hand, 
Embrac'd his friend's ; his eyes roll'd ghaſtly round, 
Which wont to languifh with affection bland, 
d, And “Ob, my friend | thy honeſt heart,” he cries, 
« Muſt hate my crimes, and triumph in my ſighs.” 


But when his deep deſpair Paſtorus view'd, 
His face deform'd, his eyes with tears enflam'd, 
The drops of ſympathy his cheek bedew's, 
And tender pity all his boſom claim'd : 
Each thought indignant from his heart retires, 
And forrow's ſhow*r extinguiſh'd anger's fires. 
M 2 - Then 
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Then Damon thus, deep fighing from his heart: 


And canſt thou pity ſuch a wretch as me? 


Alas] my guilt is but reveal'd in part 


& Didſt thou know all, where, where would pity be} 


« My treach'rous arts would to thy breaſt recal 
* Abhorrence juſt, —Yet will I tell thee all. 


<« The guileleſs fair one, thoughtleſs of deceit, 


(* F. N her tongue, her boſom heav'd with 
| (ſighs) 


* Reveal'd her heart with looks confus'dly ſweet, — 


&« Love's humid gems bright ſparkling in her eyes, 


« With rapture, I the fond confeſſion bleſt, 
© And claſp'd the bright confuſion to my breaſt, 


<« Yet ſtill whene'er in grot or ſhady grove, 

_ «© By bubbling fount tecluſe, or private bow'r, 
With dalliance light, and toying ſports, I ſtrove 
e To waken paſſion, blind reflection's pow'r, 

6 And ſo the purpoſe of my arts obtain, 


«© The -baſhful fair would each approach reſtrain. . 
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« ]f e'er my lips her lips too warmly preſt, 
(If I too cloſe her ſlender form embrac'd; | 
« Or, artful, o'er her ſnowy heaving breaft, 


« By ſeeming chance, my trembling band I plac'd, 


« The baſhful frown, the bluſh of virgin pride, 
And coy-grown look my conduct feem'd to chide, 


« Not that ſhe did ſuſpect my lewd deſign, 
Or dream I with'd her innocence defpoil'd ; 

Rut that ſhe held, Meek modeſty ſhould ſhine 
« Spotleſs in ſeeming, as in deed unſoil4.” 

« To rigid virtue bred with maxims nice, 

« She ſhunn'd the ſemblance as the a& of vice, 

© The common modes by which o'er other hearts 
« I us'd to triumph, balk'd and fruſtrate all, 

My curs'd invention gender'd other arts, 
More deep-laid ſchemes to work Amanda's fall. 

* Her virgin purity, which ſhould inſpire 

More chaſte eſteem, but fann'd my looſe deſire. 
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« One fatal hour—O ! be that hour of guilt 


Which gave to branded ſcorn Amanda's name, 


For ever curs'd | and curs'd this heart that built 
Upon a ſhort-liv'd joy her endleſs ſhame 

* Tho' free from dread, I wrapt in cloſe diſguiſe; 

As tho' I trembled at ſurrounding ſpies, ] 


ce Night's ſilent foot now reſted on the ground, 
«© And rayleſs darkneſs thro” the void prevail'd, 
Each guiltleſs brow ſleep's poppied garland bound; 
Save only thoſe whom jealous love aſſail'd, 
« Or fortunes ſ pite, or caitiff fear annoy'd, 


Or pale deſpondency, or pain deſtroy d. 


| My treacherous ſteps diſturb'd the gloomy ſhade, W « 
5 No doubt perplexing of the wiſh'd ſucceſs, 
<« (Her menial had her truſt for gold betray'd.) : 
With haſty ftrides towards the houſe I preſs; 
"66 For ſince our eyes laſt met in fond ſurvey 


Thrice glow'd the orient, thrice the weſtern ray. WW * 
( Me 


1d; 


Her ſigh- ſwoln boſom all expos'd and bare: 
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« Me to her chamber the falſe minion brought, 
« Where all in tears Amanda I beheld; 

« Her eyes deep riveted in tender thought, 
« As in her hand my pictur'd form ſhe held ; 
« Unlac'd, unrobed, looſe'flow'd her auburn hair, 


Upon the couch ſhe ſat; her zone unbound,— 
The night-gown's foldsin looſe luxuriance flow d. 
Me when ſhe ſaw, ſhe ſhriek'd, and gath'ring round 
« Her ſcatter'd robe, with wild confuſion glow'd ; | 
« While I, with ated modeſty, withdrew, 
And o'er my eyes the doubled kerchief threw, _ 


« Her fears my well-tim'd diffidence allay d. 
e But when my garb and acted grief ſhe view'd, 
© Whence this late viſit? Whence this dreſs? ſhe ſaid, 
© And why that face with anguiſh thus bedew'd ? 
; Meet we {by ſtealth, alas ) one day in three ? 
And meet we then with tears and miſery ?* | 


Deep 


* 
— eee en —ũ- _ 
- * 


( 


0 Deep ſobbing 1: —Ah, cruct fortune's ſpite ! 
Then, as with anguiſh dumb, I paus'd awhile, 
<« Farewel to love, to peace, to ſoft delight !-— 

« Fly muſt thy Damon; leave his native iſle, 
<« Friends, kindred, fortune, and paternal home, 


A wretched, joyleſs exile wide to roam, 


c. Oh! were this all, believe me when I ſwear, 


„No fingle ſigh ſhould heave this manly breaſt, 
«© Theſe eyes ſhould ſcorn to ſhed the coward tear. 


But, oh, Amanda dear ! to think the reſt 


<< Grief and diſtraction ſeize.my tortur d mind 47 755 


cc Thee muſt 1 leave, Amanda, thee, behind! 


<< She heard. Cold chilly dews her form o'erfpread ; 


<< Supine, and breathleſs in my arms ſhe fel] . 


40 Clos'd were her eyes, her cheeks the roſes fled, 


„Her frozen boſom ceas'd awhile to ſwell, 
Till careful I recall'd the ling'ring life, 


<< Then heav'd convulſive, toſs d in paſſion's ſtrife. | 
C7: c Mean- 
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« Meanwhile my tale abus'd her cred'lous ear, 
How a lewd ribald had her name defil'd, 
« Whereat, enrag'd the ſland'rous lie to hear, 


« I drew my rapier, and with fury wild, 
« Aſſail'd, and flew him,—At each word I ſpake, 
« Her ſighs renew'd, as tho? her heart would break.” 


« She ſeiz'd my hand, and languiſh'd on my face 
With ſuch a doating look of mournful love, 
While ſweet confuſion ſoften'd ev'ry grace 
« Pity did almoſt in my boſom move. — 
(And ſhall we part ?* ſhe cried, © my Damon, no ; 


Where'er you wander ſhall Amanda go.“ 


n vain, I ſaid, would fond affection lead 
Her generous ſoul to ſhare my preſent flight ; - ED 4 ; 


* In vain my heart muſt for her converſe bleed ;— 
Nor time, nor yet conveyance meet invite. 

Vet, if ſo dear an exil'd wretch'could be, 

dome future bark might bear my love to me. 


« Her © 
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<« Her love, | ſwore, could fortune's anger'croſs u 
« But ah I fear d, when rumour ſhould. proclaim 
« To her more prudent fire, my fortune's loſs, 
« My exil'd perſon, and my blighted fame, 


„ Apainſt her will, Amanda might be led 


„ 


A 


e While thus diffolv'd in tenderneſs of thought, 
__ «« Sheſondly languiſh'd on my fluttering breaſt; 
« Each mournful look, with yielding foftnefs fraugit 
« Her ſwimming eyes her melting foul expreſt: 
& Thro' all her frame the fond-emotions rove ; - 


cc Each vein was paſſion, every pulſe was love; 
| £6 TI 


cc A victim to ſome happier rival's bed. 


And now ſhe chid me for my groundleſs fears; 
c And now in vows pour'd forth her tender heart, 
«© My boſom bathing with her flowing tears, 
8 While nature baniſh'd all reſtraints of art; 
<< Around my neck her twining arms ſhe threw, 
«© Hung on my lip, and to my boſom grew. 
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« The guardleſs hour, affiduous, I mprov'd 
« With ev'ry blandiſhment of ſtrong deſire; 


« O'er all. her charms, with fond endearmente rov'd, 


And fann'd with ev'ry art the ſpreading fire : 
Then, half diſſolv'd, half fainted in my arms, 
« [ preſs'd my ſuit, and triumph' in her charms, - 


« Oh villain! monſter of the blackeſt ain ! | 
« Oh triumph that has ſtamp'd me for a fiend ! 
« Proclaim'd me worſe than brute ! Yet oh refrain 
« Each judgment hard ; nor in thy heart be ſkreen'd 
A thought can do the loſt Amanda wrong. 
Could human virtue bear affault ſo ſtrong ? 


Reflection's voice, attentive to exclude, 
Each fond advance to amorous dalliance 1 
« With jealous doubts and anxious cares purſued, 
* And atm'd with rivall'd fearseach artful ſigh. 
Thus gratitude and pity thought reſtain, 
And her own virtues were Amanda's bane, 


ce Thus 


——— 
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« Thus tranc'd in bliſs, on more than eagle wings 
Scud the fleet ſhades impatient from the ſky ; | 
c Then oer the humid hill Aurora ſprings, 
« And the blithe lark proclaims Hyperion nigh, 
« I left the bliſsful couch and nymph forlorn, - 


e Nor ever view'd her from that cruel morn :— - 


2 Diſſembling grief, I left the weeping fair, . 
* And far away my habitation mord, 
« From Surrey's ſhades to Devon's ſea-cool'd air; 7 
&« Where till in lawleſs pleaſure I have rov'd, 
Nor ever once enquir'd Amanda's fate, „ 
tc Nor caſt one thought upon her dubious ſtate. 60 
6 Lewd diffipation, and the noiſy roar i 25 W 


6 Of pleaſure all reflection's pow'rs confin'd, | 
« And oh Paſtorus | would thy moral lore, dl; 
Thy virtuous converſe, ſentimental mind, | 
e Had early been familiar to my heart! By 


« Then had not conſcience felt this ſcorpion dart. Sp 
«« Rut 


* 
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« But while debauchery and riot reigns, 
« And diffipation ev*ry hour employs ; _ 
« While ribald-jeſt each ſentiment reftrains, 
And ſenſibility and ſenſe deſtroys ; * 
« And decency and cool reflection's flown, 


What wonder vice ſhould ſeize loſt reaſon's vacant 
[throne ? 


* But ab, my friend | if yet the injur'd fair 
(Oh how the doubt diſtracts my aching heart!) 
* Breathes in this vale of tears the vital air, 

« If my repentance can a joy impart, 
For ah | till then I never can have peace) 
In theſe repentant arms Amanda's woes ſhall ceaſe.” 


No more he ſaid, but flew towards the ſteed. 
As when ſome ſtag, by Arethuſa's ſide, 
Sacks his fierce thirſt, or grazes void of heed, 
If chance by Dian and her nymphs eſpied, 
By clamorous horns alarm'd, he, ftarting, flies, 


peed i in his pace, and anguiſh in his cer; ; | 
Yeu ck. SF 4 O'er 
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O'er myrtle hedge, briars, brakes, unprinted meads, 

Vaulting, he flies, each vig'rous nerve he trains; 
At ev'ry bound the lining ſtream recedes, 

- ev'ry bound back fly the liſt'ning plains : 

So Damon look'd, and ſuch his trackleſs ſpeed 

As ſwift he darted tow'rds his generous ſteed. 
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ND now, uprearing in his ſtirrup high, 

Damon o'erhangs the ſteed's proud arching * 
Eat, [ mane, 
And here and there he turns his roving eye, 


Doubtful which track might aid them to regain 
The road frequented, for around diſplay'd 


Was many a labyrinth rude that croſs'd the wood- 
[land ſhade, 


For, all unthinking of the purpos'd road, | 
The ſhad y walks where bloomy hawthorns join'd 
In ſmiling arch, through which ſoft zephyr flow'd, 
And the awakening dawn bright ſpangling ſhin'd, 
And banks, all redolent in gaudy pride, 


Had led them, careleſs, from their journey wide. . 
Wa Thus 


(0000-3: 
Thus while ſuſpended hung his doubtful mind, 


From pipe melodious, dulcet, ſmooth, and clear, 


dad notes, ſoft warbling in the wanton wind, 
Wild as mellifluent, ſmote his wond'ring ear, 

Slow from his hand he drops the looſen'd rein, 

And finks ſupine and breathleſs on the plain, 


As when ſome eagle, from the awful height 

Of cloud-topt Tenerife, darts his piercing eye, 
Stretch'd out impatient, meditates his flight, 

And dooms in thought the grazing fawn to die; 
The archer views him—ſwift the winged dart 


Twangs from the bow, and quivers in his heart; 


Backward he falls upon the hollow ground, 
With clenching talons, fluttering pinions ſpread; 


No more the lightning in his eye is found, 


Now darkling clos'd, —looſe drops his liſtleſs head: 


So, to appearance dead, with deep diſmay, 


Paſtorus ſees his friend extended lay. 


With 
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With love aſſiduous, ev'ry art he tries 
To rouſe the fainting penitent to life, 
Who ſoon unveils his wretched, languid eyes 
Then throbs his breaſt with paſſion's various ftrife : 
Hope, tender pity, ſhame and love combin'd, 


And weeping memory with contrition join'd. 


Yet ſtill ſupported in Paſtorus* arms, ; 
Surpriſe deep printed on his, weeping face, 

He bears in filence paſſion's wild alarms ; | 
While from the diſtant brakes, with dulcet grace, 

{As wrapt in thought, all utterance he refrains) 


The poor Amanda breathes the ſweet d iforder'd ſtrains, 


Wildly they flow'd, as o'er /Eolus' harp 
Light trip the zephyrs in the ſhady grove : 


Now quick, ſhort movements, with an accent ſharp; 


Now ſadly flow the mournful numbers move; 
ad: 


And now ſerene as veſtal's holy fires ; - 
Now rambling, wanton, wild, as love's uncurb'd 
: + [delires, 
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HENCE thou ſilly, wanton vine! 
To that maple ceaſe to twine; 
Twiſt no more thy tendrils round, 
But, more wiſely, on the ground 
Thy unſupported branches ſpread, 

Or grief ſhall reach thy *ſpiring head. 


Man is by nature like the ſavage train 
That rav'ning thro' the dreary foreſts rove, 
Or o'er the uplands ſcour, or pace the plain, 
To rend with bloody fangs the bleeding drove: 
With ſeeming love he boaſts protecting aid; 
Yet promiſes but to betray : 
He grieves, he weeps.—Ah ! hapleſs is the maid 
Whoſe pitying hand ſhall wipe his tears away! 


When firſt I ſaw his angel frame, 

And his attention quickly drew, 

Oh! how I felt the ſpreading flame 

What tranſports round my boſom flew ! 
From 


Mm 
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From his eyes the ſparkling fire 
Woke the embers of deſire; _ \ 
Around my heart, | 


In ſpite of art, 
Swift ruſh'd the blood, each pulſe beat higher. 


But ah he's falſe, and I'm undone ! 
I ſicken at the riſing ſun, | 
And weep what time his courſe is done ; 
Trembling I view the darkling night, 


And bluſh at pale Lucina's light. 


Ah me! how my boſom is rent, when I think 


Affliction from tranſport ſhould ſpring ! 
That the fummit of bliſs is of anguiſh the brink, 


And grief's bittereſt tear hangs on joy's gayeſt wing! 


The lovely maniac ceas d. With troubled ſighs 
Then lay ſhe on the verdant ſod and mourn'd ; 


Then burſt the ſorrows copious from her eyes, . 


And, as they fell, ſerenity return'd. 
The fruitful ſhow'r extinguiſh'd paſſion's ſtrife, 
And call'd the embryo ſenſes into life. 


With 
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With poor diſtreſt Amanda thus it far'd, But 


Who here, within embow'ring ſhades forlorn, \ 

With blighted peace, and faculties impair'd,— To 

What time the annual ſun did twice adorn, - i 

With waxing glory and with waning ſheen, . Re 
The circling ſeaſons—poor recluſe ! had been. To 
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—— 


For Thudor baniſh'd from his once fond home, I 
When time reveal'd the ſecret of her ſhame, | 


—_ 
PS 5 * 
— ao_ 

oy 


DS 


His hapleſs child, with meagre want to roam; 


* 5 
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Of peace bereft, and reft of virgin fame; | 
Scorn'd by the world, abandon'd by her love, 1 
The ſcoff of prudes, the ſnares of vice to prove. by 


—_ on _— . 
l - 


| | T 
Oh cruel paſtor ! when thy youngling fair, 

Forlorn, deſerted by her truſted guide, 
Bleats on the barren wold, and needs thy care E! 


Io lead her back to virtue's fold, with pride 
To bar compaſſion's doors, and drive away 
To rav'ning wolves a trembling, helpleſs prey. 
| But 
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But prudent ſhe, to ſhun the numerous ſnares 
| Which envious vice or paſſion's lawleſs train 3 
To trap the wand'ring innocent prepares, | 
Forſwore the city's throng and peopled plain : 
Reſolv'd, from human converſe far away, 


To waſte the ſolemn-night and lonely day. - 


A little cave—or ſcoop'd by art away, 

Or form'd at erſt by nature's wond'rous hand, 
Or whilom by ſome rav'ning beaſt of prey, 

(Ere yet king Edgar drove them from the land) 
Unweeting I, nor does it boot to know; 


But round enlabyrinth'd briars and hawthorns grow. 


This little cave (what time the night's dank ſhade 


Surcharg'd the drooping flowers with freſh*ning 
[dew) 


Eludes the fickly blaſt, which might invade 
Her lleeping form; and at the end there grew 

A moſſy bank, which yields thoſe limbs a bed 

That preſt the cignet's down ere peace was fled, 
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The limpid ſpring her maple cup ſupply'd; vn 
A little garden, cultur'd by her care, 

Did for her wants each wholeſome root provide; 

Some mountain goats ſhe hamper'd in a ſnare 
Yield to her hand a life-ſupporting food— 

Her hand till guiltleſs of their younglings blood, 


The fragrant bow'r, beneath whoſe wanton ſhade , 
Conviction flaſh'd upon her lover's mind, 


For her amuſement had the maniac made: 


The creeping tendrils oft her hand entwin'd 
Full oft the fragrant ſhrub afar ſhe ſought, 


And from the dingles many a wild flow'r brought. 


Soon as each morn the ſun's illum'ning wane 
P O'erpeer'd the circling verdure of her cave, 
(Aurora's tears ſtill glittering on the plain) 
Amanda roſe ; and fondly would ſhe rave, 
As, with a flow, enfeebled, ſorrowing pace, 
Her bow'r ſhe ſought, to check each wand'ring gra 
| Now 
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Now mutt'ring wildly, as ſhe rov'd along, 
Faint incoherent murmurs of deſpair z _ 
non ſhe'd rave in unconnected ſong, | 
Or moiſten with her mournful ſighs the air. 
et ſtill on Damon all her muſings hung: 
His was each ſigh ſhe heav'd, each theme ſhe ſung, | 


e; 


d, 


t times, unfiniſh'd would ſhe leave her theme, 
Arreſt her ſtep, and meditating ſtand 

done would ſhe fall beſide the murmuring ſtream, 
And cull the flow'rets with her lily hand; 

hen with her tears the mingling wreath bedew, 
ill, grief thus vented, calm her boſom grew, 


* 


le 


o wails the matron dove her pillag'd neſt, 

And mate enſnar'd by fowler's crue] wiles ; 

© throbs with various pangs her aching breaſt, 
Nor time's eraſing band her woe beguiles; 
Thro' groves recluſe ſhe bends her lonely way, 


Mourns by each brook, and pines on ev'ry ſpray. 
And 


And now in Damon's tortur'd fancy rove 
The cruel miſchiefs of his ſelfiſh luſt: 

The injur'd object to delirium drove, WM 

' The fire perhaps ſent timeleſs to the duſt. 

Such and ten thouſand thoughts his boſom tear, | ] 


Perplex his mind, and drive him to deſpair, - 

Perhaps the tender product of his loves 0 
Now pines with want, unpitied, and forlorn; 

The bitter pangs of orphan'd miſery proves: / 
No rays of comfort glad its hopeleſs dawn.— 

Abſorb'd he ftood ; inſenſate, rooted, dumb \ 

As Parian matrons o'er an infant's tomb. Mt 

At length, with many groans and heartfelt fighs, 1 


Wak'd from his trance, he vents his tortur'd heart: 
Then tow'rdsthe nymph thro' brambled brakes he flies, 
With eager hope ſoft comfort to impart, 


Py 


With love-repentant ſoothe her griefs to reſt, 


And chace the wild delirium from her breaſt. 


As 


As 
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As when ſome vocal tenant of the ſhade 


With love affiduous feeds her callow care, 


If chance, among the circling foliage made, 


A ruſtfing noiſe aſſails her timorous ear, 


Thoughtful of plund'ring hinds, around ſhe'l] fart, 
With looks of terror, and with fluttering heart. 


So, ſtarting wildly, look'd the timid fair, 


While thro? the ruſtling buſhes Damon ſped ; 


And ſeeing man with haſty ſteps repair, 


She paus'd not to obſerve, but trembling fled : 


Wing'd by vain terrors ruſhing on her mind, 
Her feeble feet outſtrip the weſtern wind. 


Thus when ſome thoughtleſs boy the neſt invades 


Of gay Chryſonitus with gilded plumes, 


(Where ſhelter'd cloſe within the brambled ſhades, 
Where berries ripen and the wild roſe bloomg, 


ln hopes of ſwift enlargement chirping hide) 
Vor. I. 
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Her ſcarce fledg'd young, with pinions yet untried, 


Struck 


- 
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Struck with diſmay, and ſtudious to eludde 
The gripe deſpiteous, they with terror ſhake, 
And trembling venture forth the feeble brood, 
With doubtful pinions ſoaring o'er the brake; 
Fear their ſole guide, and all their ſtrength deſpair, 
With quick, ſhort ſtrokes they beat the yielding 0 
So fares it with the feeble, frighted fair. 


The 
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ND now had Damon ruſh'd the thickets thro', 
And her fleet ſteps purſu'd o'er ſmoother ground; 


Cow'ring with frighted pace, the maniac flew 


Thro' many a brambled alley winding round, 
The trembling warbler thus affrighted flies 
Before the kite, fierce tyrant of the ſkies ! 


Rapid, where'er her rapid footſteps wind, 
His eager footſteps follow in the rear ; 


And now, not many ſhadows lengths behind, 
Theſe words addreſt he to her liſtleſs ear: 
* Ah turn, moſt injur'd of the lovely race! 
„Turn, bleſs repentant Damon's fond embrace! 
« No 
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No cruel foe with fierce intent purſues; | 
«© No brutal force invades Amanda's peace; 
« But love-repentant for thy pardon woos : 


% Damon, who gave the wound, the wound would 
| [ eaſe,” 
So prays he, panting ; but in vain he prays: 


His pray'r ſhe hears not, nor her ſpeed delays, 


Thus thro! the pathleſs wild, with equal pace, 
Amanda panting flies, and he purſues: ' 

Not clouds, when gales autumnal urge their chace, 
Skim with a ſwifter pace their changeling hues. 

Meanwhile Paſtorus, on his foaming horſe, 


Wound round an op'ner road, Amanda's way to croſs, 


Juſt in the center of the gloomy wood, 
(Where ſavage nature wore her wildeſt look) 
Eaſtward, a tow'ring, uncouth growth there ſtood 
(Which ne'er for ages cleaving axe had ſhook) 


Of trees gigantic, cloſely interwove 
[above. . 
With gorſe, thorn, briar below, and ſpreading boughs 


Here 


ä 
Here ſtood the oak majeſtic, doom' d to beat 
Britannia's thunder o'er the raging ſeas ; 
Here the ſtout aſh, the trembling aſpen there, 
Whoſe fine hung foliage ſhakes at every breeze; 
The cypreſs, which bedecks the lover's hearſe, 
And laure], meed of poets tuneful verſe ; 


And ſacred holly ; maple, from whoſe bowl 
His cup the ruſtic carves with art uncouth; 
ce, MW And birch, ſad terror of the truant's ſoul ; 
. And lime, and ſycamore of ftately growth: 
And here the beech, and here the elm- tree grew, 
ſs, W And here the lofty pine appear'd in view. 


The willow, docile to the bender's hands, 

Whoſe boughs, entwiſted, form the ruſtic throne; 
And, white with bloom, the ſpreading elder ſtands, 
Unprun'd, uncurb'd, to full luxuriance grown, 

e. From whole ripe berries luſcious bev'rage flows; 
hs And graceful here the humid poplar grows. 
O 3 The 
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The yew, found grateful to the bowman's trade, 


And oft made tuneful to the lyriſt's hand ; 
The weeping fir, the holm, whereof is made 
The cornice gaily wrought. Here ſallows ftand, 
And crab, whoſe boughs ungrateful fruits produce; 


And box, whoſe cloſe · wrought leaves the ſunny beam 
a [ refuſe, 


Thick clumps of hazI@, interwove with briars, 
Which or wild roſes yield, or berries black ; 

Sloe-bearing thorns, and woodbine, which aſpires 
To claſp the beechen bough ; nor was there lack 


Of gorſe, whoſe faſt-ſucceeding bloſſoms blow 


Thro' ſummer's heat, and eke thro? winter's ſnow, 


Nor wanted broom, nor fern of ſecret ſource ; 
But, all confus'd, their uncouth ſhades diſplay, 
That not the mountain goat a path could force, 


Nor ſtag high-bounding tread the gloomy way : 


Each ſhrub, each tree of nature's giant birth, 
Or dwarf-Jike ſapling, hid both {ky and earth. 
; To 
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To leftward this; but frowning to the right 
A rugged, broken, ſteepy cliff aroſe, 
With here and there a thorn, —a dreary ſight, 


| Where never fruitage ſmiles, or flow'ret blows. 


If browſe it yielded, to reward his toil, 
Scarce could the mountain goat find means to climb 
{the ſteepy ſoil, 
Here at the entrance of a ſloping lane, 
Which parts the cliff and gloom with rude deſcent, 
Paſtorus came in ſeaſon to detain | 
The flying fair ; her paſſage to prevent 
To the rough wold which terminates the view; 


For here with backward gaze ſhe trembling flew. 


Swift as the ſwallow ſkims the liquid lake, 
She rapid pours along without one pauſe 
To eaſe her wounded feet, which ſorely ache 


With the unceaſing chace. She ſees—ſhe ſtarts !— 
[ſhe draws 

Her panting breath. — Then tremblingly her eyes 
[ſighs!“ 


She rolls — thick throbs her fluttering heart with 
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So looks the hind forlorn, when baying hounds 


Drive her, all trembling, o'er the printleſs plains, 


If chance the ſhaggy lion furious bounds 
Her way athwart, and all eſcape reſtrains, 
With piteous ſhrieks, ſhe rolls her tearful eye, 
Then, muttering, gazes upward to the ſky. 


To wild delirium by her terrors wrought, 

She borrow'd ſtrength from madneſs and deſpair; 
Death ſhe determin'd in her gloomy thought ; 

Her frantic hands the rugged mountain tear; 
With labour'd haſte, with toil, with pain to climb, 
Shrieking, ſhe ſtruggles to the hoar ſublime, 


Amaz'd, aſtoniſh'd at the wild intent, 

pe To follow Damon toil'd, but toil'd in vain !— 

Torn he beholds her hands, her feet ſore rent ; 
And more than equal ſhares in all her pain. 

— Once more he ſtrives to follow—but again 

Falls back to earth, and ſtrives once more—in vain. 


Saf, 
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Say, ye deep ſxill'd in philoſophic fore |! 


Is, Why has the maniac ſuch a wond'rous force ? 
Why ſhould the frantic ſally conquer more 
Than yielded e'er to reaſon's ſtedfaſt courſe ?— 
Cool reaſon's ſtrength does dread of ſuffering bind, 
And coward thought intimidate the mind 2 


Or is there lodg'd within diſtracted hearts 
1 Some fiend ſupernal, who to deſp'rate deeds 
Still urges on, and tenfold ſtrength imparts, 
Which neither terror checks, nor force impedes ? 
b, How elſe could weak Amanda upward ſtrain, 


Where Damon's ſtrong-knit muſcles ſtrove in vain ? 


And now, diſtrafted, gainſt the rugged ground 
- WH He firuck his head, and had himſelf deſtroy'd, 
But that his friend reſtrain'd, and, looking round, 
Not diſtant far, a winding path eſpy'd 
Which to the mountain's top obliquely led: 


ere, ſwift as lightning, breathleſs Damon fled. 
Hawk 
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Hawk like he mounts. Paſtorus follows near. þ 
And now, approaching to the ſummit brown, 
The ſhock of boiling ſurges cleaves the ear, 


Loud headlong tumbling many a fathom down ; 
Vex'd with rough rocks which broke their roaring Wi 


| | | | [ way, W 
Loud froth'd their foaming tide, indignant of delay, 


They fee Amanda on the ſummit ſtand; 

They hear her loud exclaim: * Oh friendly tide! 
« Thou ſhalt preſerve me from the ſpoiler's hand: 
Thy troubled furge Amanda's ſhame ſhall hide; 
« Protecting death ! Oh be thy ſhades rever'd !”— 
Then, ruſhing downward, ſwift ſhe difappear'd, 


With horror ſtiffen'd each purſuer ſtood, 
With hands toheav'n uprear'd, and ſwimming eyes; 
Each pulſe ſuſpended, curdled was their blood, 
Diſtraught at once with anguiſh and ſurprize. 


Damon, at length, bounds forward in deſpair 
To the ſame place whence plung'd the frantic fair 
| Arrived 


ler 


ha 


( 155 ), 
Arrived, he ſtarts, and ſome few ſteps withdraws ; 
With ſeeming tranſport lifts to-heav'n his eyes; 
Then, ruſhing forwards, makes no longer pauſe, 
But down the hoary ſteep impetuous flies. 
ng {Wis frantic friend a nearer way aſcends, 
1 Where o'er th ſable tide the frowning ſummit bends. 


The vaſt profound appals his aching ſight, 
Whoſe awful bed, by rocky fragments broke, 
The tide obſtructs. Waves roar, and frothing white 


In whirlpools ſweep impetuous. Down the rock 
| hundred cataracts fall; then daſhing flies 


he wave contentious, foaming tow'rds the ſkies: 
In cloud-like miſts the ſpattering waters riſe, 


genumb'd with grief, and ſtupid with ſurpriſe, 


es, 
7 Along the cliff he roves, whoſe hollow ſpace 


roans to the daſhing ſurge, yet find his eyes 
te. | 
Of neither hapleſs lover mark nor trace. 

lent he mourns : ſuch griefs his heart devour 


; hat ſcarce to think is left the painful pow'r. 
ri 


And 


— 


bY 
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And now, . perceiving where a flow. deſcent. 
Down to the troubled waters ſeem'd to wind, 
To tread the dangerous path his mind is bent, 
The mangled body of his friend to find, 
(Oh fruitleſs ſearch !) and her the frantic fair; 


38 And oer their grave the pious marble rear. 


As by the ſilver ſtreams enamell'd brim | 
| The bird domeſtic cowrs, with troubled breaſt, 
| And anxious walks, while on the ſurface ſwim 
The web-foot denizens of her foſtering neſt ; 
Studious to ſave them from imagin'd ills : | 


4 Such the kind care his generous boſom ſills. 


| Y 
So kind, ſo needleſs : for not far he went | 
The winding pathway down, when —ſtrange to ſay! H 
Alive he kneeling ſaw, with head low bent, 
His weeping friend ; and cloſe beſide him lay . 
The injur'd fair-one, fainting, but not dead : I. 


A reverend hermit's lap ſupports her head. 


ls 


ls 


(CY) 


[s there in all the magick powers of verſe 
Terms of ſuch rapture, that the -rdent joys, . 
The trembling tranſports juſtly can rehearſe 
Which in Paſtorus friendly boſem riſe? = 
Can words his looks of joy and wonder paint? 
Ah no !—the powers _ language are too faint. 


But you, ye parents, friends and lovers bleſt, | 
Who ſadly drooping 0 er ſome timelefs bier, a — 


From the child's, friend's, or lover's  clay-cld breaſt 

Have deem'd the vital ſpirit fed for e h 3 
And in diſtracting agonies have wrung be 
Your hands, expreſſive how your ſouls v were re ung; — 


my 
1 
14. 3. 4 7 % 


Ye, when the arts humane of pious men 

(Oh bleſt Philanthropy ! thy agents here) 
Have wak'd the dormant ſpark of life uin, 

And chang'd to tranſport horrors ſtarting tear; — 
Ye, ye can guels, from what yourſelves bave felt, 
The mingled paſſion: in his ſoul which dwelt, SE 


Vor, t. : | 5 | THE 


Caro Tat Firra. 


GVEET a. queen of mournful numbers! whereſoce er, 
With eps demurely flow, or frantic pace 
Thou row'ſt, or whether with thy falling tear 
Thou troubleſt | Caſtaly's 8 tranſlucent face, 


Or ftretch'd o. on earth, where cypreſs mourns around, 


Thy throbbing boſom beats the humid ground! 


Say, ſad a ] W to you 

Is op'd thoſe diſmal annals of diſtreſs 
Recording ſpirits with their tears bedew) 

What heay'nly arm, for ſure it was no leſs, | 
Snatch'd' from endeavour d death the frantic fair? 
——No arm immortal ; but a father's care. 

For 


# qo 


er, 


Dr 
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For on the barren cliffs ſtupendous,brow,,,._. [ 


Within a gloomy cave, to ſorrom wed. 
Sir Thudor dwelt—a weeping hermit now i- 

The cell his palace, andthe rock his bed. 
Here mourn'd the fire his-child's uncertain ſtate, 
And his own rage, which drove her to her fate. 


For ſoon as time had ſooth'd his haughty ire 

Then cool Reflection (fober matron 1) came, 
And brought coatrition to the frantic fire : 

He ſaw his folly had expos'd his ſhame, 
And the diſhanour of his houſe reveal'd,- 3 
Which kind indulgence might have kept conceal'y. 


— 


Then ſickly Fancy, with her ſhadowy train 
Of woe-borp ſpectres, haunts his cheerleſs day, 
Invades the morphean hour, and his brain 
Renews the ſcene ſoft ſleep would chace away ; 
Weeping he'd wake, but only woke to weep | 
She haunts bim waking, who e his leep. _ 
| .P 3 And 


( who --) 


And now, in thought, his hapleſs child he ſees 
Io luſt promiſcuous yield her loathing charms, 
The bitter pangs of preſſing want to eaſe; 
And ſees her now expire in famine's arms. 
Struck with the fancied horrors of her fate, 
Contrition ſeiz'd him,. — but ſhe ſeiz'd too late 10 


Anxious enquires he, but enquires in vain, 
For his Amanda: all his buſy care | 

No trace, no tidings of her fate can gain, 
Then, all abandon'd to his deep deſpair, 

Deteſting life, forſwearing mortal view, 

Here, to the lonely cliff, he, ſad recluſe, withdrew, 


And here the fire, upon his arm reclin'd, 
Attentive to the rough waves boilt*rous roar, 
To keen reflection yields his tortur'd mind, 
When loft Amanda ſtood the cavern o'er, 
And rear'd her frantic voice. He ſtarts, he flies, 
(The voice rememb'ring) trembling with ſurprize. 
Before 


re 
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Before the moſs- grown cavern's gloomy door 
The rock projects ſome paces o'er the wave; 
As here the maniac bounds, trembling all o'er, 
He follows ſwift, and, juſt in time to fave, 
Caught the white garment's plaited folds behind, 
Which, as ſhe plung'd, flew fluttering in the wind. 


And as ſome filent angler trembling ſees 


His rod infleed with the weighty prize, 
With timid caution draws it by degrees, 
While fear and tranſport mingle in his eyes; 
In hope now ſees it fireteb'd upon the ſand, 
Now doubts his feeble line and ſlender wand: 


80 the fond ſire, perplex'd "tween hope and fear, 
Drew her, all trembling, up the hanging rock. 
Unconſcious the of the paternal care, 
Thick beats ber heart with ſtrong convulſive ſhock: 
The wild ſenſatian throbs thro? all ber frame; 
O all hey form: a chilly moiſture came. 
- As 


1 


As when ſome dove to — the falcon dies, * 
But meets the treacherous fowler's meſhy art; 


From dole to dolour flown, forlorn ſhe lies; 
Againſt the ground quick'beats her panting heart, 


By fear- convuls'd, thus poor Amanda lay, 
Till terror ſnatch'd the dizzy. ſenſe away. 


Thus lay ſhe, like a lily, trodden down, 
When Damon, ruſhing tow'rds the boiling wave, 
Saw,—paus'd,—no longer to deſtruQtion prone, 
Bleſs'd the good chance which from a watry grave 
Had ſnatch'd the fair, and rear'd to heay'n his eyes, 
With grateful looks of tranſport and ſurprize. 


Then, fild with hope, the fearleſs lover ſprung © 
To where ſupine the fainting fair-one lay ; 
Kiſs'd her cold lips, and o'er her weeping hung, 
And with his kerchief wip'd the dews away 
That ſoil'd her bloodleſs face; her hand then preſt, 
Bath'd it with tears, then dried it in his breaſt: 
Oſt 


ft 


( x63 ) 


His quivering tongue refus'd-its wonted part. 
Hoarſe, hollow murmurs only fault'ring break 


Their interrupted way. He ſmites his throbbing 
. | heart! 
Then, frantic, ſtrains her to his panting breaſt, 


And bathes with flowing tears the fair diſtreſt. 


With equal anguiſh torn, the father ſtrove .  '- 
Her fleeting, wand'ring ſpirit to recal 
But long his tender offices of love a 
Want power to wake her from the death- like thrall: 
At length the feebly lifts her languid eyes; 


« My father! Oh ye pow'rs !” ſhe ſhrieking cries, 


Then dies once more away, Then thus the fire: | 
My ſweet Amanda! dear, lov'd child! Oh me! 
Does then thy ſoul indignantly retire 
© When thy ſad eyes their cruel father ſee? 
Les, I deſerve thy ſcorn! thy hatred claim, - 
4 More, more than he who ſoil'd thy virgin fame. 
„What 


3 6) 
« What wiſh had I, what paſſion to indulge, 


<« Should make me plant freſh poignards in thy 
[ breaſt? 


cc To cruel crowds thy injur'd fame divulge, 

<« And bar the doors of virtue, peace and reſt? 
« Curs'd þe my haughty rage ! my fury wild ! 
« Tis I that kill thee, I, my child! my child! 


< Yet, yet Amanda, if the wand'ring ſprite 
e Not yet for ever quits thy lovely frame, 
4 Ere yet thou ſeek'ſt the realms of bliſsful] light, 
Return, return Amanda! (dear, lov'd game!) 
c Say but you pardon my unſirelike part: 
« Oh 1 give that comfort to my aching heart !” 


Now round her breaſt the brifſcer zephyrs play; 
6 Repentant death ſuſpends his lifted dart; 
Unveil her douded eyes, whoſe tearful ray 
Beam feeble hope on each afflicted heart. 
So looks Aurora pale, when drizzling ſkies 
Obſcure her beamy beauties as they riſe. 
Alas! 


|? 


—_ 

Alas ! can words the tender ſcene diſplay n 

On, had 1, Opie, thy diſtinguiſk'd- fill! 

Could I like thee the mournful draught pourtray; | 

And each charm'd heart with foft compaſſion fill 
With pictur'd ſcenes, where art and fancy join; 


Colours ſo juſt, and poſtures ſo divine ! | } | 


Then for the pencil I'd the muſe forego : 
In emulation "i murder'd James, 


My rival canvas/ 


uld aſpire D 
For ah! the ſcene an Opie s genius claims ;— 
Opie, who gives een death an enyied life, 


Shall triumph over time's deſlroying trite ! SY 4 


But ah, vain wiſh nor am I doom'd to be 


The favour'd vot” ry of Apelles' art. | : - 4 
Come then ye daughters nine of Caſtaly ! 1 
Let Opie's colours charm the gazer's heart ; ; 


The melting ſtrain ans numbers ſad be mine, | 


ſhine ] 
Which make the liſ'ner's eye with pity's dew-drops 


i 
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Supine 
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Supine on earth the {ad Amanda lay, 
Tween her ſupporting. ſice and kneeling love ; 
Who her ſad tears alternate wip'd away, 
And to ſuppreſs their own alternate ſtrove. 
But ah ! *twas fruitleſs ſtriſe, they guſh'd amain, 
And by their flow awaken'd hers again. 


Her auburn ringlets flow'd diſhevelled round, 
With all the blooms of ſcented ſpring array'd; 
Some o'er her boſom ſpread, ſome trail'd the ground; . 
Her heaving breaſt, to court the breeze diſplay d, 
Shone thro? the parting locks which trembled there, i « 
Shook by deep Gohs, which her ſad boſom tear. IM « 


Her azure eye in tearful languiſh ſtrays, _ - 

Now on her father, now on Damon bent; 

Her fire one arm embraces as ſhe lays, OE * 4 
One trembling hand is to her Damon lent. 

Such was the mournful ſcene, if numbers faint . 


The mouraful beauties of the ſcene can paint. 
A dil 


diſ- 


( 167 ) 
A diſmal pauſe of anguiſh held: them long; 
Till Damon thus: * Amanda, oh my love! 
« Can can you pardon me the cruel wrong. 
« Which I, barbarian, by letyd paſfon drove, 
« To thee have done? And to theſe gusrdian m 
Theſe arms repentant, yield thy injur'd charms?” 


© Ah me! my Damon,“ feebly ſbe replies, 

« ] pardon thee; yes, from my very heart; 

« And may you live to taſte ſincereſt joys? s 

Thy bliſs be great as poor Amanda's ſmart : 
© ] need not wiſh thee more. But ch too late 
6 Contrition'comes'; I feel the ſtroke of fate. F 
But oh, my father! how ſhall I obtain 

« Thy kind forgiveneſs for the bluſhing woes 
« My indiſcretion cauſed thee to ſuſtain ? 

« My dawning ſhame ſtains thy life's hondur d eloſe. 
„Vet, yet, Oh pardon, ere the hand of death _ 
Seals theſe cold lids, and ops this fainting breath.” 

Talk 
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(/ 168; ), 


«© Talk not of pardon from thy murd'ring fire ! 


«Tis I, my child, muſt for forgiveneſs plead : 


“Not Damon's treach'ry, but raſh Thudor's ire 


« points the keen ſhaft by which you timeleſs bleed. 


<« But Oh, dear offspring of my tender love! 
4 Theſe gloomy terrors from thy heart remove: 


cc Amanda yet may live, may bleſs the arms 
& Of her repentant fire ;—ſhe may, ſhe muſt: 
6 Repentant Damon hall, protect thy charms; 

| Love and contrition yet ſhall make him juſt, 

<« Thou yet ſhalt live for happineſs, for love : 


* Heay'n ſhall for ſorrows paſt thy future Joys it im- 


- prove. 


e Vain are your hopes,” ſhe ſaid; * alas the while! 
The idle tetrors of a frantic mind | 
« Impell's my feeble limbs to over toil— 
Oh had T known you when you chance d to find! 
% Or had, my Damon, reaſon Iumed my breaſt, | 


* might have liv'd, and had perhaps been bleſt,” 
| Smit- 


In 


Fa 
du 
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Smiting his ſigh-ſwoln' breaſt, . On mighty powꝰrl 
The lover cries, © is this, is this the endꝰ 

« 1s this the fruit of one delighted hour 
Said I the fruit! Ah me, freſh torture rend— 

« Perhaps another ſtab behind remains 


A helpleſs babe, perhaps, forlora-complains.” 15 


«Ah no,” ſhe figh'd, « « for grief and keen aiſles 
* Deftroy'd the embryo i in my woful womb, 
But ah farewell I feel ſome pow't ſuppreſs 
« My lab'ring breath. Let thoſe who hear my doom 
Confeſs no brand of galt ſhould mark my name: 


« Pity and love my faults, my portion griefar and * 


the ſaid: and ſtrait the ſtiff ning eye - ids los d; 
The tide of life no longer warm' d her heart; 
In bliſsful hope her franchis'd ſoul repos'd ; 
Her wearied frame obey'd the fatal dart,— 
Farewel, ſad maid | may none hereafter know 
duch bitter pangs of undeſerved woe! | 


Vor. I. Q A while 
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A while, with ſorrow ſpeechleſs, weeping hang 
The frantic mourners o'er the breathleſs fair; 
Each tortur'd breaſt with keen contrition ſtung. 
Then: thus the father vents his deep deſpair: 
«Yes, yes Amanda, twas my baughty ire 
« Gare the: keen. wound by which you now expire, 


46 Was i it for me, whoſe kind, indulgent love 


0 Should ſhield from llander's hrinking breath thy 
name, 


“Thy grieſs allay, thy wants, chy cares remove, 


And hide ? but hold, bp tongue ! no more ex- 
(claim; 


6 Death, deathfhally give nocalel—Oh world farewel! 
« Yet, yet with thee, Amanda, will I dwell.” 


He then, all frantie, plunging headlong down, 
Sought from the gl6omy furge a tmeleſs end; 
And after him himſelf had Damon thrown, 
But that Paſtorus held: * Ah me, my friend 
« RefleR a while: tho” heavy are thy woes, 


« Wouldft thou fair mercy's gate for ever cloſe?” 
«Talk 


( "1. ) 
« Talk not of mercy's gate, for hell is here; 


« *Tis here the wild, unutterable woe. 
« Unhand me then, and let me follow ſwift 
The murder'd Thudor down the rugged clift. . 


« For here, here, here,” quick ſmiting oft his breaſt, 
« With wild convulſive throbs, I feel it here: 

My heart, impatient to eſcape to reſt 

K « From ſuch wild anguiſh, torture ſo ſevere, 

u; WW * Apainſt my heaving fide enanguiſh'd bounds ; 

« Thro' all my echoing frame each throb reſounds.” 


Oh talk not thus,” Paſtorus weeping cries, 
« But live, and let repentance wipe thy ſoul 
« From guilt, and time from pearly griefs thy eyes.” 
His hand then Damon ſeiz'd, his eyes wild roll : 
And what is time? and what repentance now? 
4* Where muſt I find them? or ofertake them how? 
U 1 22 «Can 


« The wreathing damn'd feel nothing more ſevere: 


(m2 . 


5 Can my fleet ſteps tread back their mazy flight? 
<« Regain the youthful hours unſtain'd by crime, 

C | Thoſe panther-footed hours of pure delight? 
Or can I backward force the preacher time? — 

Could I do this, contrition might repair 

« My perjur' wrongs, and baniſh black deſpair. 


„ But oh! thy poignard lend! Vet there's no need, 
% Ah me! my heart diſtends my lab'ring fide ! 
<< ] feel, I feel the niangled vitals bleed. 
« Here for a moment let thy hand abide.— 
6 Tell me, what think'ſt thou of this buſtling heart! 
«© Does it not ſtruggle furiouſly to part? 


£ Tell me, doſt think *twill not a paſſage find— ' 
A ſpeedy paſſage thro this yielding frame? 
It comes ;—aye, let it —let it, to my mind 
« [tcan't too ſoon. Paſtorus hide my ſhame.— 
« Ah no! reveal it: publiſh to the world: 


«© Teach men, what vengeanceon ſuch crimes is hurl'd. 


4 come, 


— 


ut! 


rd. 


Forfakes the ſcene, to moralize a while 


( 73 ) 
*I come, Amanda f here, upon thy lip; 


To breathe my laft {ad fainting accetits out 


% Tn broken murmurs. - Oh the vengeful hip 


* Which gorgon - - frowning IE propa 


He ceas'd, Delriums wild, & fierce convulſions ſeiz'd, 


Till Death, in terrors clad, his body eas'd. 


Faſt by Amanda's injur'd corſe he dies, 
Graſping, in mad embrace, her murder'd charms. 
The frighted Muſe, in ſpeechleſs horror, flies, 
With eyes averted, and uplifted arms ; ' 


To thoſe who revel 85 in fortuae 8 * 


Thou ſon of diffipation, whoſoe er, 

That thoughtleſs now, in chace of wanton joy, 

Purſy'ſt the virgin, this ſad ſtory hear. 
Nor dare the cauſe of all her peace deſtroy.” | 

Think of the horrors that on Damon tend: 


Think of Amanda, 2 | 


Thiak, | 
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Think, that tho* ſuch her end may never be 
Whom now with perjur'd vows thy luſt purſues, 


Far, far ſuperior anguiſh ſhe may ſee: ; 

Think of the horrors of the public ſtews ; - | 
Where health, where peace, and future hopes are ſold, 
A ſad exiſtence barry, to uphold. | 


Oh to 1 mind the 2 tortures bring 
Of fell diſeaſe, and all her wreathing train. 
Think — but what boots whate'er the muſe can fing? 
Haſt thou not read the plaintive Goldſmith's ſtrain?# 
If what he ſung cannot affect thy heart, 
What can J hope from my inferior art? 


But thou, injurious fire, or cruel dame, 
Whom pride, reſentment, or a ſtubborn mind, 
Might prompt to drive thy ruin'd child to ſhame, 
Reflect: and be the barb'rous thought reſign'd : 
Think, that for one offence our common Sire 
Dooms not his children to eternal ire: 


* See in the Deſerted Village a deſcription of one of the poor wretches 
; | | Oh 


e 


And they who ſhould preſerve ſhall damn thy fame. | 


( 175 ) 
Okthink, how oft his kind indulgent ere 
Has warn'd, in vain, from crimes of deeper dye ; 
Oh think, how long with thee he deigns to bear, 
And views thy wand'rings with a pitying eye 3 
Nor &'er, till ſtubborn guilt provok'd him fore, - 
Did his indulgent hand cloſe-mercy's door. 


And wilt thou then, for one departure flight, - 
One flip of prudence, plunge in endleſs ſhame 
The darling offspring of thy ſoft delight ? 
Oh ! wilt thou bar thy breaſt to pity's claim ? 
And wilt thou let, oh frantic wretch'! thy ire 
The proſtitution of thy child conſpire? 


Oh hapleſs child whom ſuch a father-owns ! 
Oh hapleſs'child whom ſuch a mother bore ! - 
Where ſhalt thou hide from fortune's ſavage frowns, 
If once deluded from ſtrict honour's ſhore ? 
A cruel world thy anguiſhfhall inflame, 


Lo |! 


696) 


Lo! want appears in all her meagre forms : + . 
| Cold ſhivers, hunger craves, and thirſt aflails; 
| Temptation ſtrong thy tottering virtue ſtorms 53 
Strong pleads diſtreſs, and vice at laſt prevails, 
| A reſpite ſhort abhorred luſt obtains ; A 
| But ſoon deſtruction comes with tenfold pains. ; 


Thus ſome poor dappled hind, or brindled fawn, 
In barbarous chace (inhuman ſport ) purſu'd, 
Alarm'd by terror ſcours the leſs'ning lawn 
Till it arrives at ſome runcaria rude, 
Which its advent'rous footdurſt ne'er before, 
In ſearch of foilage green for browſe, explore; 


Thoughileſs of thorn, of gorſe, of twiſted brake, 
Of flougby bog, wild bri'r, bigh bramble buſh, 
The foe cloſe prefling, knowing life at take, 
Wing'd by deſpair, it makes a deſp'rate puſh ; 
Bounds to the centre, foils the eager chace, 
Nor heeds thecircling horrors of the place; 


The 


( 


The dread of death once paſt, the little beaſt 
Would fain return to browſe on hill or lawn, 
But can't, from twining brambles, get releas'd 
Till by ſurrounding bri'rs in pieces torn, 
With anguiſh, and with famine's double ſtrife 
The wretched fugitive reſigns its life. 
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| DAMON or za: GLA DE. 


CanTo THE FiRksrT. 


FAR ſhelter'd in a winding glade, 
A lonely cottage ſtands,* 
Whoſe maſter lov'd the filent ſhade 
Which peace and thought demands, 


And hence, from-ev'ry rare retir'd,— 
Save only thoſe which love 

And Phebe's cruel ſcorn inſpir'd, — 

He, muſing, oft would rove. 


4 Far in the windings of « fade 
A humble cottage ſtood. 
Marrürn Enwiy and EAA. 
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( 182. ) 


Full oft beſide the buſhy dell, 
Thro' winding alleys green, 

Where thruſtles, larks, and linnets dwell, 
He'd wander all unſeen. | 


And well, I wot, he lord the ſong 
Of feather'd warblers free : 


Let not a bird of all the throng | 


Could ſing ſo ſweet as he. 


And when, within' ſome cloſe retreat, 
He heard the blackbird ſing, 


Or ſoaring lark, ſo loud and ben 


Long carol « on the wing, | 


His feeling boſom thus inſpir'd, 
And thus he rais'd his ſong : 
* Ye little warblers ! here retir'd, 
a Secure your themes prolong. 


« Here none the tangling net ſhall lay, 
4 Or fraudful horſe-hair twine ; 


* No cruel hand ſhall lime the ſpray, 


* Your pinions to confine, 


« Ah! 


(83) 


'6 abs hard his heart; * 
Who, for a ſelfiſh joy, N 
* Would tear you from your feather d love, 

o And liberty deſtroy. 


« Ah me perhaps yon lonely thruſh, 
“ Whoſe drooping pinions ſhow, _. 
„While thus ſhe pines beneath the buſh, 
Some inward. cauſe of woe, — _ 


« That thruſh, . perhaps, too late withdrawn 
« To this ſequeſter'd ſhade, | 
« May, pining thus, bewail forlorn 
« Her little mate betray d; 


« While he, within ſome cage confin'd, 
« Now, warbling, mourns his fate, 

© To pleaſe ſome thoughtleſs fair-one's mind; 
« The ſlave of uſeleſs ſtate ! 


« Perhaps the little brood his breaft 
« Had lately warm'd to life, | 
© Robb'd of his care within their neſt, 
« May pine with famine's ftrife.. © 
| R 2 | & Poor, 


. ——ʃau RT . -v mas ca fs. We... 
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— 


( u84 ) 


c Poor, hapleſs birds | who now ſhall roam 


« Thro' meadows far and nigh, 
66 And bring ye grain or inſects home, 
* Your cravings to ſuppiy ? 


<« Ah, who ſhall now from heavy rain 
« A needful ſhelter bring? 
“ Or lend, ben mid-day fervours reign, 
„The ſhadow of the wing?” 


Then oft a tear his cheak bedew'd, = 
Or trembled in his eye; 
As thus the youth his theme-purſu'd, 


With * a pitying ſigh: 


6c Oh flethful pride! to pleaſure thee: 
«© Muſt een the warbling choir, 


ce Pent from their loves, the welkin free, 


« And peaceful neſt, expire? 


« Oh ſure like me they never ſtreve 
« To gain a fair-one's heart ;— - 
« Oh ſure like me they cannot love 
Who act this cruel part ! 
| &« For 


Ir 


— 


185) 
« For did they know the ſweet delight | 
© The lov'd-one's preſence gives, 


« And did they know his woeful plight, x ; 
* Who for her abſence grieves, 


«© Or had they ever felt the care i | 

Which rends the hopeleſs mind, 

« Sure they could never part the pair 
« Whom mutual love had join'd. 


« But ah! the court's fantaſtic crowd. 1 
« And city's ſelfiſh throng, _. 6 N 
For ſympathy and love too proud, 
«© Each tender virtue wrong. 


There pride and int'reſt pity blight : 
« E en love is made a trade. 
And yet for theſe, can Phebe flight - -- 
« My cottage in the glade. | 


« Ah! filly maid ! the time has been 7 
« Thy meek, thy gentle breaſe 
Found pleaſure in this tranquil ſcene, 
= And was with feeling leſt. 
R 3 . 6 "Re 
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( | ) 


<« Then wouldſt chou ſet, reren. ade, Ars 
cc With penſive look ſo ſweet, | 2 
« While Philomel, fome dell beſide, 
« Was wont her woes repeat; 


8 And as the ſolemn warbler griev'd, 
e And charm'd the lt ning grove, © 

« Thy ſympathifing boſom heay'd z— * 
Thy ſoul would melt to lore. 


« Then too, at dawn wow alt often ae 


* 'Thro' fields of ripening grain, 
« To hear the linnet on the ſpray, 


% Or lark's high-foaring ftrain. 


&« And as they fung and ſoar'd'on high,” 
« Secure from want or barm, 

« Would fparkling pleafure gild thy eye, 
And heighten ev'ry harm. 


Hark, wouldſt thou ſay, © how ſweet they ſing! 
With freedom bleſt, and love 

How gaily they, with nimble wing, 
In ſportive circles rove ! 


And 


„ 
« And enn dee, Damon, can bee v0 + wt 
© Who'd bid thefe feenes fareweli— — 


* Reſign theſe firains, cheſs meadows the, | 
In noiſy towns to dwell? f fa 


6 And doſt ada think,” Fre heard thee Sy, 
Such cruel men there are, | 
6 Who, for their ſongs, or plumage gay, 
© Theſe warblers would enſnare?? 


oo” 


Then wouldſt thou blame the : thoughtleſs crowd | 
« Who joy'd in giving pain 3 | 

« Then wouldſt thou mock the giddy proud 
% Who ſcorn'd the peaceful plain: 


 SFY 


« Then wouldſt chou ſcorn the elm town, 
« And all its gay parade.— 

<« But now, for theſe, has Phebe flown 
« My cottage in the glade. | 


Nor wilt thou think, when bleak winds blow, 


© # 


« Of him, my little gueſt, 
To whom you wont the crumbs beſtow, 
« And praiſe his ſcarlet breaſt, 


C Poor 


( 188 


« Poor bird |: again, when winter frowns, | | 
« This hand alone ſhall feed— 
* For Phebe now the glade diſowns ; 
«« Nor thee nor me will heed.” | 


Such, to refleQon: ſtill inclin'd, 
Would oft his ſonnets be: 

For tender was his artleſs mind— 
An artleſs ſwain was he: 


Simple alike in life and ſong : 
His words from guile ſo clear, 


That of his heart, which knew not wrong, 7 


They but an echo were. 

Such was the youth who long had ſigh'd, 
And long had Phebe lov'd; 

While ſhe contemn'd, thro' fooliſh pride, 
The youth her heart r d. 


* 


For long had Flavia, gay and u bed, 
Seduc'd her to the town, 

Where crowding fops obſequious bow'd, 
Her matchleſs charms to own. 


"As 


PA 


(9) 


As round the roſe the füt vm 


Their gilded. piniony'ply 5 { 
So fluttering play the 'eourtly ran 


To catch the fait-on&v'eyex -' | © 


But not a roſe that decks. the plain 
With Phebe might compare; 


Nor not a gilded fly ſo vain n 


As theſe her ſuitors were. 


Ah ! how unlike the tender youth 
Who dwelt within the glade; 


Whoſe vows were breath'd with ares ruth, 2 


Whoſe love could never _ 1 


In them the glowing lip and cheek 


Had waked a trankent fire; + © 


In him eſteem and virtue meek Fon 
Had chaſten'd foofe defire. | | 


What pity that ſo true a ſwain 
Should pine with hopeleſs love, 
While ſelfiſh foplings, falſe and vain, 

Should oft ſucceſsful prove*! 


4 714 i 


* 
1 4 


Oh 


( wwe }) 


Oh ſilly fair! for tiuſel pride 
The worthy mind to fly, 

And modeſt truth and ſenſe deride, 
To pleaſe the youthful eye. 


For who'd the gaudy tulip prize, 
Whoſe leaves no ſweets exhale, 

Ere, tho' it boaſts no flaunting dyes, 
The lily of the vale? 


The one a while may pleaſe the Gght, 85 


But worthleſs is its bloom; 


The other yields a ſweet delight, 4 


And precious its perfume. 


Be wiſe, ye fair, let nature * 
No more let av'rice, ſway: 8 

O baniſh vain and thoughtleſs ws 
And love's dekeſts obey. 


* 
* 


* . 
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CAN TO THE SECOND. - 


ND now, when winter ftripp'd the grove 
And mead of all its pride, 
And all who ſocial converſe love 

* hearths convivial Nel, 


A 8 gueſt, whom chance had led 
; Benighted to the ſpot, 
Claim'd ſhelter for his hoary head 

In Damon's humble cot. 


His pray'r was heard—T need not ſay, 
»Twas giv'n with welcome true: 

Careleſs from want to turn away 
Our Damon never knew. 


1 = 
; 
0 


Freely 


(Ce) 


Freely whate'er the cot fupplied 


The gueft was bade to ſhare; 
Wich converſe each Alternate tried 
To drown the thoughts of care. 


On ſubjeAs various long they talk'd, 


Each to the other new ;— 


The youth the {ylvan ſcene had walk'd, 


G knew. 


It chan d the veſt had Flavia bed, | 


The haughty and the van 
And none from duty leſs had frery'd | 
Of all the menial train. 


But now, by time quite feeble grown, 
For ſervice all too weak, 


He friendleſs on the world was thrown, 


A means of life to ſeck. 


From him did- Damen underſtarid 
(Ah hapleſs youth was he) 

That Phebe ſoon would give wk hand 
To one of high degree. 


Then 


( 293). 


Then all in haſte to learn the truth, 

Soon as the morning broke, 
Forlorn and ſad the eager youth 
The cot and glade forſook. 


Unkappy, youth! in vain he hied 
To join the buſy throng, 

For Phebe now was full of pride, 
And ſcorn'd his tender ſong, · 


Pity, 'tis true, did often plead - 
To eaſe her Damon's pains; 
And love (but love ſhe would riot heed) 
Still held her heart in chains, 


To ſhine in courts with gay parade, 
To glitter at the ball, 

Preferr'd the falſe, the filly maid, 
To love's and pity's call. 


For theſe, to one her heart deſpis d 
Her hand ſhe meant to give; 


And ſlighted Damon, whom ſhe ptind rate 5 


Beyond all ſwains who live. 
Vol. I, | 8 
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Then back return'd he in deſpair,ſ 


To mourn unſeen his fate, 
And left the filly, cruel fair 
To miſery and ſtate, 


« Ab, haughty maid | thou doſt not know,” 


He ſigh'd, what thou muſt prove; 
« For thou haſt»chang'd for ſplendid: woe 


„ Contentment, peace and love“, 


When now he reach'd his native ſhade, 
His oaten pipe he took; Wy 

And, as he ſlowly trac'd the glade, 
The dreary ſilence broke. 2 K 


Sad as the ſolemn warblings flow 


The nightly mourner ſends | 
When ev'ry heart the note of woe 
With wildeſt cadence rendſs. 


But Philomela, what's thy woe? 


Thy plaint with morn ſhall ceaſm 
But Damon's griefs no reſpite know; -':; ö 


He hopes no more for peace. 


Thy 


( 19s ) 


Thy ſtrains, ſweet bird, are fictious d 


Thy plaints without a tear; 
But Damon ſeeks from his relief 
From ſorrows too ſincere— 


In vain he ſeeks: his dulcet ſtrain 
Affords his mind no eaſe; 

E'en muſick's charms increaſe his pain : 
His * can nought appeaſe, 


When round he caſts his tearful * 
On all the dreary view— 

The ſorrows of his boſom riſe, 
And either cheek bedew. 


« Ye trees,” he ſaid, * of verdure ſpoil, - 


« Where birds no longer dwell, 


« Nor warble ſweet their love notes wild, 


« Ye paint my fortune well. 


20 hope, to joy, to comfort loſt, 
I feel a ſwift decay; 


« Ard nipp'd by diſappointment” 8 rol, 


—. 1 blighted pine away. 
| 9 2 


7 dd 


cc Yet, 


( x96 ) 


4c vet, yet, he ſighing ſaid, © one Joy, | 


C One ſolace ſtill remains: 
Thy bird ſhall comfort ſtill ſupply, 
4 And cheer me with his ſtrains, 


* 'Tho' Phebe's falſe, he'll yet be true, 
% And till my boſom cheer. 

« J ſmile my lonely bird on you 
«© Each morn when you appear. 

« My ſweet, my ſole companion thou, — 
& Reſemblant of my fate! 

«© The note will be twice welcome now 
6 That hails my cheerleſs tate. 


* 
e Poor bird! like thine, my joys are flown ; 


Rut ſpring ſhall thine reſtore ; 
% A harder fate I'm doom'd to moan : 
. « For mine return no more. 


« When vernal gales ſhall fan the trees, 
« And cloudy welkins clear, + 

«© Another mate thy love ſhall pleaſe ; 
*. Whoſe anſwering love ſhall cheer. 


cc Again 


le 


10 


( 9p. 


« Again ſhall ſwell thy little breaſt .,.. 
Again thy tranſports riſez- ;: 

© Again be crown'd thy little neſt. , 
«© With all its ſocial joys. 125 


4 But ah ! a harder lot is mine 

* In ſelf-conſuming woe | | 
An endleſs winter doom'd-to pine, - + 
« Nor ſpring of hope to know. 


Vet thou, ſweet bird, with tender note 
„ Shalt ſoothe my conſtant grief. 
« My little red-breaſt's grateful: throat 
« Shall often bring relief.” _ — 


Thus ſigh'd the youth, as low he moy'd 
The ſilent glade along ; ; 1 
For much the little bird he lov'd, 
And much he priz'd his ſong. 


For four ſucceeding: winters he 
His conſtant gueſt had been, 
And with familiar warblings free 
Had cheer'd the lonely ſcene, © 
83 From 
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From Damon's hand full oft he fed, 
And oft familiar he | | 
Hopp'd round the board, to pick the bread 
Which Damon ſcatter'd free, - 


At dawn, at noon, at eve full oft 
He ſought his ſheltering cot, 

And paid his hoſt with warblings ſoft, 
And cheer'd his lonely lot. 


Of all the winter's warbling train 
Who raiſe the lonely note, 


Was none poſſeſſed ſo ſweet a ſtrain, 


Or tuned ſo clear a throat. 


And oft as Damon ſat to hear 
His ſweet, his artleſs lay, 

Would ftart unbid a tender tear, 
And thus he oft would ſay: 


« Sweet, ſympathiſing bird! but thou, 
« Of all the warbling quire, 
« This gloomy ſhade inhabit'ſt now; 
& 1 here alone retire, 


« No 


88 

« No wonder then, with-ſvcial love, 
« We woo each other's aid, 

« The lonely moments to improve 

In this ſequeſter'd glade. 


* Oh Sympathy! bleſt pow'r ! from thee 
Our joys proceed alone. By 
«© How cheerleſs muſt the doſom be 
«© To ſympathy unknown! 


« For he who makes another bleſt, 
& Or ſoothes a mourner's woes, 
* Gilds with reflected joy his breaſt, 

« And feels what he beſtows.” 


Such was his feeling moral ftrain ; . 
So tender was his mind; 
Still prone to feel another's pain, 

And to relieve inclin'd. 


Oh grief to think ſo kind a heart 
Diſtreſs ſhould ever know | 
Or tortur'd with affliction's dart, 
Should feel unpitied woe! 
Let 


( 


Yet why repine,. For ſavld like theſe,..' 
Prepar'd for heav'nly. joy, 6 
By ſordid thoughts . with eaſe. 
On ſwifter pinions riſe. | 499). ein 


For all, before in heav'n receiy'd, | | 
With ſympathy muſt glow, - | 
As heav'n, twill ſurely be believ'd, 
E No ſelfiſh joys can know. 
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If ſo, the mind of ſordid frame 
Will much refining need | 
Ere it the realms of bliſs can 1 claim, 

For. generous ſouls Jeireed, = | 


But bleſt are they, 'to whom below 
The feeling heart is giv'n ; 

They, when they quit this world of woe, 
Are wing'd at once for heay'n. 


* ; 


4 Ap 


ot 


. . 
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CAN TO THE THIRD. 


O H Hope ! how oft thy ſweeteſt flow rs 
With ſwift ſucceſſion fade 


What art thou, Hope, with all thy pow'rs * 

Vain fadew of a ſhade l® 
A viſion's viſion for on eating 
Our joys but viſions are; 


You—idle fancy's idleſt birth, 8 


| A 571 5 
But promiſe viſions fat; 


— 


* In an Oratorio, the name of which I have now forgot, are the 


following lines : 
But by far more vain than it 
Is the pride of human wit; +: 3 9H, 
The suA DOW OF A_SHADE, 
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At ſight of this, in grief 


C) 


And ſcaree your promiſe e'er fulfil ; 


For, ere you're well believ'd, 


| You wake us with ſome real ill, 


And teach us we're deceiv'd. 


This hapleſs Damon found too true. 
Oh youth by fortune croſt ! 


Muſt yet more tears thy cheek bedew? 


Muſt yet more joys be loſt ? 


For now, as to i cot © he drew, 75 r rh OL 
Stretch'd lifeleſs on the ſnow. 5 | 
The little red- breaſt ſtruck his view: "ihe 25 18 
Hop'd ſolace of his Ww. 


The lover's heart inflam'd ; 40 
And firſt he ſought from tears relief, 
4 And, ſighing, then exclaim'd: $4, Nene! 


_ Poor, hapleſs bird! has then the froſt 
Thy ſocial blood congeal'd ? 
« Have I the only comfort loſt 


« This hated life could yield? 
recs | | 4% Alas! 


: \ 
(. 263 ) 
« Alas ! while 1, With bootleſs care: 
<« Forſook my peaceful ſhadem 
i« To ſoothe the wid, Aude dj 
e You pin'd for want bf ad. 


„ Oh had I here, more wiſe; rethain d.,. 
„ I had not loſt thee ſo j: 

« Yet might thy note have entertain. 
e And ſooth'd my boſom'o Wo G . 


« My ſcatter'd crumbs had cherifh!d ſtill. 
«© And kept from pining death :* i. © 

« My roof had fav'd from breezes chill. 
* Which ſtopp'd n, break 


&« Ah me Ungrateful !' thus to pay 
„ With negligence unkind T 
6 The bird whoſe ſweet, whoſe focial lay 
<« Oft cheer'd *. mind. 


25 Why left J „* wide, Nil 2304.3 4 
«© Nor ſtrew'd'with etumbs the ground? 
„That ſo'thy wants had been rey. ' 
6 And thou a ſhelter found. N 
66 | Alas! 


————ö — 
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a) 
« Alas! * ee 
„ Was all my narrow heart | . 
« My own misfortunes. fill'd_ uy ogy 
cc My red- breaſt had n part. ben! 'q 1161 


« Ah Phebe! Phebe! mn. e 
« For I, alas ! I find, + 2 3 Bog 


«© Thy thoughtleſs cruelty — 
40 And thy νοανν mie > TooP boi 


cc Yes Phebe, yes, this warbler ſoft, '': 
« Like me, by thee is lain: | - - /. © 
« Yet dan ad heed: id fray bold af He 
46 And prais'd his gentle fttain, ' | 


« And once, I can remember well, . 1A 
e Tyas when my fair was kind; 57% 

« Ere ſhe in cities lov'd. to dwell | 21 T 
* She'd then a gentle mind: | 


* Once I remember, when the ſnows | | 
« Had whiten'd o'er the ground, 
And ey'ry ſtream and lake was frones: - 


« Each rill in fetters bound,. bK 
ce This 


; : 5 
(ca ). 


« This little warbler, hopping ng free: 
« My humble board around, 

« While Phebe, ſeated on my knee, 
Wo Beſtrew d with erumbs the ground. 


« At length upon the board be ew. 
And, lured by uſage bland, 
« More bold, he near, and nearer drew, 

« And fed from out her hand. 


© Then to a chair he hopp'd ſo light, 

« And ftretch'd, and plum'd his wing, 
Then ſwell'd his throat with all his might, 
« His ſweeteſt firain'to fing. i 


« Sweet bird ' exclaim'd the gentle fair, 
Full well thy notes repay. | 
Who would not for thy wants prepare, 

© To hear thy dulcet lay? | 


And, gentle Damon, kind thy heart, 
© Thy manners mild muſt be, 

| © Who hadſt the ſoft alluring art 

© To make this bird fo free.” | 

"=p FG I. | % *T'was 


( 206 ) 
_«« *Twas thus ſhe ſpoke, with moiſten'd FOR 
« I ſtopp'd her with a kiſs: 


«© Ah never more muſt I. enjoy. 
& Such loft, heart-thrilling bliſs ! 


« For Phebe now, for gaudy pride, 

= « Her gentle Damon ſcorns; 

8 & And can this feeling breaſt deride, 
« For one whom Jace adorns, 


« For one, perhaps, whoſe haughty door 
«© Was never open ſet 

K That red-breaſts from the ſcatter'd floor 
6 The wanted crumbs might get; 


« And if by chance ſhould one intrude, - 
„By hunger render'd bold, 
cc Would ſeize him, with . 9. 
« And liberty withbghd 


« There in ſome 8 pine, 
« And mourn his abſent mate; 

« His wings to droop, his head decline, „ 
« And meet a timeleſs fate, 


© For 


( 297 ) 


«© For ſuch an one, whoſe ſelfiſh breaſt 
« No ſympathy refines, ue 
<«« Nor pities thoſe with want oppreſt, 
«© While he in ſtate-reclines ;j— 


6 For ſuch an one is Damon ſcorn'd. 
&« Ah Phebe, cruel maid ! 3 $46 

« For ſuch, with gaudy pride adorn'd, 
4 Is Damon's peace betray'd ? 


« Why didſt thou praiſe the tender mind, 
6 Unleſs you lov'd the ſame? - 

« For ah! thy praiſe, ſo ſeeming kind, 4 
66 Has fann'd the tender flame. e | 


Why praiſe my ſympathetic ſong, 
« Unleſs the theme you lov'd? - + 


For ſympathy grew doubly ſtrong 
« When you its force approv'd, © 


% But thou art chang'd; unhappy maid ! 
« Thou art no more the ſame. 


The town, with all its gay parade, 


« Has deaden'd feeling's claim. 
N T 2 « Nor 


( 208 ) 
“ Nor ſympathy is loſt alone 
« But ev'ry virtue fades 


4 Each virtue that ſo brightly ſhone _ 
| Within theſe peaceful ſhades : 


« Simplicity, with tongue fincere, 

And boſom free from guile; 
And modeſty, with baſhful gear, 
« And bluſhing cheek the while. 


«© Humility, in plainneſs dreſt, 

And truth, devoid of art; | 
And conftancy, with calmneſs bleſt ; _ 

% And ſweet content of heart. * 


—— 


„„ Theſe has. me chang d. ſor idle We . 
% And chaſtity has fold n- 

% For her 2 es eee af 
«© Who ſells her charms for gold. 


e Yet ſhalt thou find, unhappy madd 
And oft with tears ſhalt rue, n 

| ts To grief and woe thou wert betray'd © 3 

| « When firſt chou providit untrue, 

| 2 He” ak “ Soon 


(wo) 


Soon ſhalt thou kndathe inoify town, : 
And grandeur's gaudy life, 

Not long the voice of love ean down, 
Or chace domeſtic ſtiſe e. 


* 
712 4 14 4 * 


The fickle heart thy beauty warme 
«© Thy beauty ſoon ſhall cloy z 
«« For love inſpit'd by ound hems | 


% 


« * Poſſeſſion will a </ ad 52 
« When fick with diflipated joy, 


When grandeuf's charms ſhall fade, - | 
*« Then ſhalt thou wiſh thy humbler;choice— 


« My cottage and my glad. 


4 But I; alas ! unpity'd, here? il id bin h + 
« Muſt, pining, droop furlorn, 5 
« And nought my drooping heart {hall cheer | A 
« At even, noon, or ne. 1 ! nod! eln 


% Alas! I hop'd,; ſweet bird} that . ba/\ 

« Who cheer'dit-my;heart-ſo;oft,. - 2 
CY Wouldſt mitigate eee b 164224 - 48 
« With plaintive warblings ſofſt. 

XY « Sweet 


( 250 ) 
« Sweet bird der. ths Vier pains 


* That rent thy little beraſt, 


0 While wand'ving:o'er ho foo plans 
«© With cold and want pp t ) 


Perhaps ning” | 
Thou ſoughy| my cottage door; 
4 In hopes thoſe ſrutterid erumbs a 
«© Thou ſhar dſt. ſo oſt before, - 4 2 
«« Perhaps thou drann thy: little _ | 
„ In hopes to reach my ear: 
<< Nepesting er render note ** or 
J wont with ſmiles to hee. 


And while the ſnow was falling n 9 
« And while the bleak winds blew, 

6% Thou cam'ſt my ſheltering roof ante; 
% As thou Wert -wne- neg; = * . 


« And when hon could no entrance gin 
Perhaps with drooping head, * 
1 pPercbh'd on the threſhold, 'pierc'd with pain, 

25 2 — guardian fled 3" 
222 « TW 


Ts 11) 


« Till pinchu by hunger, en , 


« All fiffen'd:on the now. 
« No friendly care to bring — D bad 
2 TP boſom „ 2231702 2111 


. hid ndithbes ep 


« Shall cheer thy eee 


«© No more, a thy liquid note ; N 
ce Tn grateful thanks — nent al 


<« Yet at my kumble board each morn 


6 I'll heave for thee'a ihn; 
6 For thee, at filent eve forlor n 
„ A tear ſhall fin my eye. NHD int 64/06 


ce Thy wonted fports 1 then mal! grieve, 7 
« And miſs thy tender ſong, — 
gut ſure, unleſs my mind deceive, 


<< J ſhall not miſs them long: 


„For ah my pained heart beats Now, 

« My ſpirits inly faint— © * 
« My bird, thou thalt to Phebe go, 

« And of my end acquaint.” | 


* 
7 1 LAM ” 
212) 


„His hapleſs bird den er de pn. 11 
And waſh'd with many a tear; TTY 


And enter'd, whelm'd with love and . 


His cottage lone ànd drear. 


And down he fat, with aching ben, 
To frame a ditty net. 

Then did he all bis thoughts impert 
In roundelay full ſweet. 


At laſt theſe mournful verſes came; 
Which ſcarcely might be read,. 
So blotted were with tears the ſame, 
Adown his cheek which ſped. ;- | 


Then farewel Phebe, cruel. maid! _ 
« For ever and for aye. 


The heart thy faithleſs love betray'd 


« Soon ſhall unbappy Damon be 
« As this his bird ſo dear. 


Death ſoon his troubled heart ſhall free _ | 


% From all its pangs ſevere. 


es. | | « Yet 


„ 
« Yet Phebe, when che timeleſs. grave. 
c Shall Damon's ſorrows. hide, 
« This laſt ſmall favour let me.crave— 
« Nor be the boon denied: 


| © Beneath the turf where I am laid 
<< Let this poor Red-breaſt lay; 
And let, to all wha paſs the glade, | 
„ The mournful ſtanza ſay : 8 


«< Here, underneath this verdant tomb, 
It laid a hapleſs ſwain; ' 

i A tenant of this peaceful gluon 
ke By love untimely %. 


«© The ſocial bird, whoſe tender l, 
te So often cheer'd his mind, 1 41 * 35 
Noto moulders by hir fide A 
60 For lack of whom — 2 1111001 


40 Loves bin iudiith aware of lie { 
For fatal is his dart. 


9 


Learn hence ye maids : — prove, Tin 
e Nor flight the conflant heart.” | 


Theſe 


Theſe mournful lines when Phebe read, 
Her heart was pierc'd with grief; | 
And ſoon'to Damon's cot ſhe fled, _ 
To give his woes relief. 


But ah! too late the fair- one came; 
For Damon was no more. 

Then did ſhe loud her grief proclaim, 
And her falſe heart deplore. 


She ſtreteh d her on his graſſy grave; 
She mourn'd her fooliſh pride, | 
The while her tears the ground did lave; 
She groan'd full oft and figh'd; _ 


While ſighs of anguiſh rent her breaſt, _ 
She tore her flowing hair. Y 
Her looks, her actions all-confeft. | 
Delirium and deſpair, | 


Long did ſhe lay, and wildly rave, 
With mingled tears and ſighs, 

Till, ſtretch'd upon her Damon's grave, 
Death ſeal'd at length her eyes. 


The 


>, 
The village maids and village ſwains 
In time came flocking round, » 


They ſung their ſad funereal ſtrains, 
And laid her in the ground. 


They laid her cloſe by Damon's fide, 
With flow'rs of ivy ſtrew'd. 

Then thus the hoary Thenot ſigh'd, 
With wiſdom much endu'd : 


« Ye fair-ones, ſee what heavy woe 
« Will on the maiden light, 

«© Whoe'er for aw'rice, pride, and ſhow 
« Would break her virgin plight. 


In vain ambition, pleaſure, ſtate 
« Would fond affection quel! ; 
The ſtrong impreſſion, ſoon or late, 
«© Theſe tyrants will repel, 


« 'Tho' love may be a while ſuppreſt, 
« His empire he'll regain, 

« And wound with bitter pangs the breaſt 
« Which dar'd his ſway diſdain,” 


END OF VOL. 1. 
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Page 106, line 15, for © ſcenes of invention, read works 

| of invention.—P. 114, I. to, for pangad,” read 

Spangled —P. 116, 1. 3, for “ ſubtil,” read ſubtile,— 

1 P. 118, I. 4, for“ poſſeſſtons, read poſſæſſion.—P. 134, 

1. 3 and 4, for “ If ning,“ read le ning. —P. 174, 
I. 8, for! avreathing,” read qurithing. 


